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TO 

MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR. 

MADAM, 

JT will be in vain to deny that I have some regard for 
this piece, since I dedicate it to You. Yet you 
may bear me witness, it was intended only to divert a 
few young Ladies, who have good sense and good 
humour enough to laugh not only at their sex’s little 
unguarded follies, but at their own. But as it was 
communicated with the air of a Secret, it soon found 
its way into the world. An imperfect copy having 
been offered to a Bookseller, you had the good-na- 
ture, for my sake, to consent to the publication of 
one more correct : this I was forced to, before I had 
executed half my design, for the machinery was en- 
tirely wanting to complete it. 

The machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the 
critics, to signify that part which the deities, angels, 
or demons, are made to act in a poem : for the ancient 
poets are in one respect like many modern ladies ; let 
an action be never so trivial in itself, they always make 
it appear of the utmost importance. These machines 
I determined to raise on a very new and odd founda- 
tion, the Resicrucian doctrine of Spirits. 

I know how disagreeable it is to make use of hard 
words before a lady ; but ’tis so much the concern of 
a poet to have his works understood, and particularly 

by 
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( 4 ) 

by your sex, that you must give me leave to explain 
two or three difficult terms. 

The Rosicrucians are a people I must bring you 
acquainted with. The best account I know of them 
is in a French book called Le Comte de Gabalis, 
which both in its title and size is so like a novel, that 
many of the fair sex have read it for one by mistake. 
According to these gentlemen the four elements are 
inhabited by Spirits, which they call Sylphs, Gnomes, 
Nymphs, and Salamanders. The Gnomes or Demons 
of earth delight in mischief } but the Sylphs, whose 
habitation is in the air, are the best conditioned crea- 
tures imaginable. For they say, any mortals may 
enjoy the most intimate familiarities with these gentle 
Spirits, upon a condition very easy to all true adepts, 
an inviolate preservation of chastity. 

As to the following Cantos, all the passages of them 
are as fabulous as the vision at the beginning, or the 
transformation at the end (except the loss of your hair, 
which I always mention with reverence). The hu- 
man persons are as fictitious as the airy ones ; and the 
character of Belinda, as it is now managed, resembles 
you in nothing but in beauty. 

If this Poem had as many graces as there are in 
your person, or in your mind, yet I could never hope 
it should pass through the world half so uncensured as 
you have done. But let its fortune be what it will, 
mine is happy enough to have given me this occasion 
of assuring you that I am, with the truest esteem, 

Madam, 

Your most obedient, humble servant, 

A. POPE. 
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RAPE OF THE LOCK. 



a Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violate capillos ; 

Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuisse tuis. Mart, 



CANTO I. 

HAT dire offence from am’rous causes springs, 
What mighty contests rise from trivial things, 

I sing — This verse to Caryl, Muse ! is due : 

This ev’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view ; 

Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, $ 

If She inspire, and He approve my lays. 

Say 

a It appears by this motto, that the following Poem was written 
or published at the lady’s request. But there are fome further 
circumstances not unworthy relating. Mr. Caryl (a gentleman 
who was Secretary to Queen Mary, wife of James II. whose for- 
tunes he followed into Franee, author of the comedy of Sir Solo- 
mon Single, and of several translations in Dryden’s Miscellanies) 
originally proposed the subject to him, in a view of putting an end, 
by this piece of ridicule, to a quarrel that was risen between two 
noble families, those of Lord Petre and of Mrs. Fermor on the 
trifling occasion of his having cut off a lock of her hair. The author 
sent it to the lady, with whom he was acquainted ; and she took it 
so well as to give about copies of it. That first sketch (we learn 
from one of his letters) was written in less than a fortnight, in 
1711, in two cantos only, and it was so printed; first in a Mis- 
cellany of Bern. Lintot’s, without the name ef the author. But 
it was received so well, that he made it more considerable the next 
year by the addition of the machinery of the Sylphs, and extended 
it to five cantos. 

VOL. II. C 
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Say what strange motive, Goddess ! could compel 
A well-bred lord t’ assault a gentle belle ? 

O say what stranger cause, yet unexplor’d, 

Could make a gentle belle reject a lord i io 

In tasks so bold, can little men engage, 

And in soft bosoms, dwell such mighty rage ? 

Sol through white curtains shot a tim’rous ray, 
And ope’d those eyes that must eclipse the day : 

Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, iy 
And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake : 

Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knock’d the ground, 
And the press’d watch return’d a silver sound. 
Belinda still her downy pillow prest. 

Her guardian Sylph prolong’d the balmy rest ; 20 

’Twas he had summon’d to her silent bed 
The morning-dream that hover’d o’er her head, 

A youth 

Ver. IO. Could make a gentle belief The characters introduced 
in this poem were Mr. Caryl, just before mentioned ; Belinda was 
Mrs. Arabella Fermor ; the Baron was Lord Petre, of small sta- 
ture, who foon after married a great heiress, Mrs. Warmsley, and 
died leaving a posthumous son ; Thalestris was Mrs. Morly ; Sir 
Plume w.is her brother, Sir George Brown, of Berkshire. 

Ver. xi, 12. It was in the first editions. 

And dwells such rage in softest bosoms then, 

And lodge such daring souls in little men ? 

Ver. 13, &c. stood thui in the fir:t edition: 

Sol through white curtains did his beams display, 

And ope’d those eyes which brighter shone than they : 
Shock just had given himself the rousing shake, 

And nymphs prepar’d their chocolate to take ; 

Thrice th'e wrought slipper knock’d against the ground, 

And striking watches the tenth hour resound. 

Ver. 19. Belinda Hill , 53*e.] All the verses from hence to die 
end of this canto were added afterwards. 
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THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 7 

A youth more glitt’ring than a birth-night beau, 
(That e’en in slumber caus’d her cheek to glow) 
Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 25 

And thus in whispers said, or seem’d to say. 

Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish’d care 
Of thousand bright inhabitants of air ! 

If e’er one vision touch’d thy infant thought, 

Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught ; 30 

Of airy elves by moonlight shadows seen, 

The silver token, and the circled green, 

Or virgins visited by angel-pow’rs 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav’nly flow’rs ; 
Hear and believe ! thy own importance know, 3 5 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 

Some secret truths, from learned pride conceal’d, 

To maids alone and children are reveal’d : 

What tho’ no credit doubting wits may give ? 

The fair and innocent shall still believe. 40 

Know then, unnumber’d spirits round thee fly, 

The light militia of the lower sky : 

These, tho’ unseen, are ever on the wing, 

Hang o’er the box, and hover round the ring.. 

Think what an equipage thou hast in air, 45 

And view with scorn two pages and a chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of old, 

And once inclos’d in woman’s beauteous mould ; 

Thence, by a soft transition, we repair 

From earthly vehicles to these of air. 5c 

C 2 Think 
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Think not, when woman’s transient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead ; 

Succeeding vanities she still regards. 

And tho’ she plays no more, o’erlooks the cards. 

Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 55 

And love of Ombre, after death survive. 

For when the fair in all their pride expire. 

To their first elements their souls retire : 

The Sprites of fiery Termagants in flame 

Mount up, and take a Salamander’s name. 60 

Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 

And sip, with Nymphs, their elemental tea. 

The graver Prude sinks downward to a Gnome, 

In search of mischief still on earth to roam. 

The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 

And sport and flutter in the fields of air. 

Know further yet ; whoever fair and chaste 
Rejects mankind, is by some Sylph embrac’d : 

For spirits, freed from mortal laws, with ease 
Assume what sexes and what shapes they please. 70 
What guards the purity of melting maids. 

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 

Safe from the treach’rous friend, the daring spark, 
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark, 

When kind occasion prompts their warm desires, 75 
When music softens, and when dancing fires ? 

*Tis but their Sylph, the wise Celestials know, 
Though Honour is the word with men below. 

Some 
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Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face. 
For life predestin’d to the Gnome’s embrace. 80 
These swell their prospects and exalt their pride. 
When offers are disdain’d, and love deny’d : 

Then gay ideas croud the vacant brain, 

While Peers, and Dukes, and all their sweeping train. 
And garters, stars, and coronets appear, 85 

And in soft sounds. Your Grace salutes their ear. 
’Tis these that early taint the female soul. 

Instruct the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 

Teach infant-cheeks a bidden blush to know. 

And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 90 

Oft, when the world imagine women stray, 

The Sylphs through mystic mazes guide their way, 
Through all the giddy circle they pursue, 

And old impertinence expell by new. 

What tender maid but must a victim fall 95 

To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball ? 

When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand, 

If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand ? 

With varying vanities, from ev’ry part, 

They shift the moving toyshop of their heart ; 100 

Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knots 
strive. 

Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 

This erring mortals Levity may call. 

Oh blind to truth ! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

Of these am I, who thy protection claim, 105 
A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name. 

c 3 Late, 
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Late, as I rang’d the crystal wilds of air, 

In the clear mirror of thy ruling star 
I saw, alas ! some dread event impend, 

Ere to the main this morning sun descend, li» 

But Heav’n reveals not what, or how, or where : 
Warn’d by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware ! 

This to disclose is all thy guardian can : 

Beware of all, but most beware of man ! 

He said ; when Shock, who thought she slept too 
long, 1 15 

Leap’d up, and wak’d his mistress with his tongue. 
’Twas then, Belinda, if report say true, 

Thy eyes first open’d on a billet-doux ; 

Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no sooner read, 
But all the vision vanish’d from thy head. 1 20 

And now, unveil’d, the toilet stands display’d, 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. 

First, rob’d in white, the Nymph intent adores, 

With head uncover’d, the cosmetic pow’rs. 

A heav’nly image in the glass appears, 1 25 

To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears ; 

Th’ inferior priestess, at her altar’s side, 

Trembling begins the sacred rites of Pride. 
Unnumber’d treasures ope at once, and here 
The various off’rings of the world appear ; 130 

From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 

And decks the Goddess with the glitt’ring spoil. 

This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

o The 
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The tortoise here and elephant unite, 135 

Transform’d to combs, the speckled, and the white. 
Ifere files of pins extend their shining rows, 

Puff’s, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 

The fair each moment rises in her charms, 140 

Repairs her smiles, awakens ev’ry grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 

Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The busy Sylphs surround their darling care, 145 
These set the head, and those divide the hair, 

Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ; 
And Betty’s prais’d for labours not her own. 



Vf.r. 145. The busy Sylphs , SsV.J Ancient traditions of the 
Rabbi’s relate, that several of the fallen angels became amorous 
of women, and particularize some; among the rest Asael, who 
lay with Naamah, the wife of Noah, or of Ham ; and who con- 
tinuing impenitent, still presides over the women’s toilets. Bere- 
shi Rabbi in Genes, vi. 2. 



Digitized by Google 




( *2 ) 



THE 

RAPE OF THE LOCK. 



CANTO ir. 

^ OT with more glories, in th’ ethereal plain, * 

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch’d on the bosom of the silver Thames. 

Fair nymphs, and vvell-drest youths around her shone, 
But ev’ry eye was fix’d on her alone. 6 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, 
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose, 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfix’d as those : io 

Favours to none, to all she smiles extends ; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike, 

And like the sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 15 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide : 

If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all. 

This 

Ver. 4. Launch'd on tie bosom , isfc.J From hence the poem 
continues, in the first edition, to ver. 46 

“ The rest, the winds dispers’d in empty air;” 
all after, to the end of this canto, being additional. 
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This Nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourish’d two Locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspir’d to deck 21 

With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck. 

Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 

With hairy springes we the birds betray, 25 

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey, 

Fair tresses man’s imperial race insnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

Th’ advent’rous Baron the bright locks admir’d ; 
He saw, he wish’d, and to the prize aspir’d. 30 
Resolv’d to win, he meditates the way. 

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray ; 

For when success a lover’s toil attends. 

Few ask, if fraud or force attain’d his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had implor’d 35 
Propitious Heav’n, and ev’ry pow’r ador’d, 

But chiefly Love — to Love an altar built. 

Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt. 

There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 

And all the trophies of his former loves ; 40 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre. 

And breathes three am’rous sighs to raise the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize : 

The Pow’rs gave ear, and granted half his pray’r. 
The rest, the winds dispers’d in empty air. 46 

But 
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But now secure the painted vessel glides, 

The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides : 

While melting music steals upon the sky, 

And soften’d sounds along the waters die ; 50 

Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda smil’d, and all the world was gay. 

All but the Sylph — with careful thoughts opprest, 
Th’ impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 

He summons straight his denizens of air ; 55 

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair : 

Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe, 

That seem’d but zephyrs to the train beneath. 

Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold, 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold j 60 
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight. 

Their fluid bodies half dissolv’d in light, 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 

Thin glitt’ring textures of the filmy dew, 

Dipt in the richest tincture of the skies, 65 

Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes ; 

While ev’ry beam new transient colours flings. 
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wings. 
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac’d ; 70 

His purple pinions op’ning to the sun, 

He rais’d his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons hear ! 
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Ye know the spheres, and various tasks assign’d 75 
By laws eternal to th* aerial kind. 

Some in the fields of purest ether play. 

And bask and whiten in the blaze of dav. 

4 

Some guide the course of wand’ring orbs on high, 

Or roll the planets through the boundless sky. 80 
Some less refin’d, beneath the moon’s pale light 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night, 

Or suck the mists in grosser air below, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main, 85 
Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain. 

Others on earth o’er human race preside. 

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide : 

Of these the chief the care of nations own. 

And guard with arms divine the British throne. 90 
Our humbler province is to tend the fair. 

Not a less pleasing, tho’ less glorious care ; 

To save the powder from too rude a gale. 

Nor let th’ imprison’d essences exhale ; 

To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow’rs ; 95 

T o steal from rainbows ere they drop in showers 
A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs. 

Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs ; 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow. 

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 100 

This day, black omens threat the brightest fair 
That e’er deserv’d a watchful spirit’s care ; 

12 Some 
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Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight ; 

But what, or where, the Fates have wrapt in night. 
Whether the Nymph shall break Diana’s law, 105 
Or some frail China jar receive a flaw ; 

Or stain her honour, or her new brocade j 
Forget her pray’rs, or miss a masquerade ; 

Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball ; 

Or whether Heav’n has doom’d that Shock must fall. 
Haste then, ye spirits ! to your charge repair : 1 r 1 

The flutt’ring fan be Zephyretta’s care ; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign ; 

And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 

Do thou, Crispissa, tend her fav’rite Lock ; 1 if 

Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note. 

We trust th* important charge, the petticoat : 

Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail, 

Tho’ stiff with hoops and arm’d with ribs of whale ; 
Form a strong line about the silver bound, 121 

And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins, 

Be stop’d in vials, or transfix’d with pins ; 1 26 

Or plung’d in lakes of bitter washes lie, 

Or wedg’d whole ages in a bodkin’s eye : 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain, 

While clog’d he beats his silken wings in vain ; 13c 

Or 
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Or alum styptics with contracting pow’r 
Shrink his thin essence like a shrivePd flow’r : 

Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling mill. 

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow, 135 

And tremble at the sea that froths below ! 

He spoke ; the spirits from the sails descend ; 
Some, orb in orb, around the Nymph extend ; 

Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ; 

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 140 

With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 



VOfc. I*« P 
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THE 

RAPE OF THE LOCK. 

CANTO III. 

(JLOSE by those meads, for ever crown’d with 
flow’rs, 

Where Thames with pride surveys his rising tow’rs, 
There stands a structure of majestic frame, 

Which from the neigh’bring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom y 
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home ; 

Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey, 
Dost sometimes counsel take — and sometimes tea. 

Hither the Heroes and the Nymphs resort, 

To taste a while the pleasures of a Court ; io 

In various talk th’ instructive hours they past, 

Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last j 
One speaks the glory of the British Queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen ; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; j 5 
At ev’ry word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, 

Ver. 1. Close by those meads,] The first edition continues from 
this line to ver. 24. of this canto. 

Ver 11, 12.] Originally in the first Edition, 

In various talk the chearful hours they past, 

Of, who was hit, or who caported last. 
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Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat. 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Mean while, declining from the noon of day, 

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray ; 20 

The hungry judges soon the sentence sign, 

And wretches hang that jury-men may dine ; 

The merchant fromHh’ Exchange returns in peace, 
And the long labours of the toilet cease. 

Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 25 

Burns to encounter two advent’rous knights, 

At Ombre singly to decide their doom ; 

And swells her breast with conquests yet to come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join. 
Each band the number of the sacred Nine. 30 

Soon as she spreads her hand, th’ aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card : 

First Ariel perch’d upon a Matadore, 

Then each according to the rank they bore ; 

For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 35 
Are, as when women, wond’rous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings, in majesty rever’d, 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard ; 

And four fair Queens whose hands sustain a flow’r, 
Th’ expressive emblem of their softer pow’r ; 40 

Four Knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band ; 

Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 

And 

V ER. 24. And the long labours of the toilet ccase.~] All that fol- 
lows of the game at Ombre, was addid since the first edition, till 
Ver. 105. which connected thus. 

Sudden the board with cups and spoons is crosvn’d. 
d 2 







Googl 



20 



THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 



And party -colour’d troops, a shining train, 

Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The skilful Nymph reviews her force with care : 
Let Spades be trumps ! she said, and trumps they were. 

Now move to war her sable Matadores, 47 

In show like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 

Spadillio first, unconquerable Lord ! 

Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 

As many more Manillio forc’d to yield, 51 

And march’d a victor from the verdant field. 

Him Basto follow’d, but his fate more hard 
Gain’d but one trump and one plebeian card. 

With his broad sabre next, a chief in years, 55 

The hoary Majesty of Spades appears, 

Puts forth one manly leg, to sight reveal’d. 

The rest, his many-colour’d robe conceal’d. 

The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 

Proves the just victim of his royal rage. « 6a 

Ev’n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o’erthrew, 
And mow’d down armies in the fights of Lu, 

Sad chance of war ! now destitute of aid, 

Falls undistinguish’d by the victor Spade ! 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield j 65 

Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her host invades, 

Th’ imperial consort of the crown of Spades. 

The Club’s black tyrant first her victim djfld, / €. 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb’rous pride : 

What 
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What boots the regal circle on his head, 71 

His giant limbs, in state unwieldy spread ; 

That long behind he' trails his pompous robe. 

And, of all monarchs, only grasps the globe ? 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace ; 75 

Th’ embroider’d King who shews but half his face, 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow’rs combin’d 
Of broken troops an easy conquest find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild disorder seen. 

With throngs promiscuous strow the level green. 
Thus when dispers’d a routed army runs, 81 

Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons. 

With like confusion different nations fly. 

Of various habit, and of various die ; 

The pierc’d battalions disunited fall, 85 

In heaps on heaps ; one fate o’erwhelms them all. 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 

And wins (oh shameful chance 1 ) the Queen of Hearts. 
At this, the blood the Virgin’s cheek forsook, 

A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look ; 90 

She sees, and trembles at th’ approaching ill. 

Just in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 

And now (as oft in some distemper’d state) 

On one nice trick depends the gen’ral fate : 

An Ace of Hearts steps forth : The King unseen 95 
Lurk’d in her hand, and mourn’d his captive Queen : 
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace. 

And falls like thunder on the prostrate Ace. 
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The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky ; 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 100 
Oh thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate. 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate. 1 

Sudden these honours shall be snatch'd away, 

And curs'd for ever this victorious day. 

For lo ! the board with cups and spoons is crown’d, 

The berries crackle, and the mill turns round ; 106 

On shining altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp j the fiery spirits blaze : 

From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 

While China’s earth receives the smoaking tide : 

At once they gratify their scent and taste, in 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repast. 

Straight hover round the fair her airy band; 

Some, as she sipp'd, the fuming liquor fann’d. 

Some o’er her lap their careful plumes display’d. 

Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade. 116 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 

And see through all things with his half-shut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 

New stratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 1 20 

Ah cease, rash youth I desist ere ’tis too late. 

Fear the just Gods, and think of Scylla’s fate ! 

Chang’d 

Ver. ioi.] 

“ Nescia mens hominum fati sortisque futune ; 

Et servare modum, rebus sublata secundis ! 

Turno tempus erit magno cum optaverit emptum 
Intactum Pallanta; et cum spolia ista diemque 
Oderit.” 

Ver. 105. Sudden the board, tsV.] From hence, the first edition 
continues to ver. 134. 

4 
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Chang’d to a bird, and sent to flit in air, 

She dearly pays for Nisus’ injur’d hair ! 

But when to mischief mortals bend their will, 

How soon they find fit instruments of ill ? 126 

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg’d weapon from her shining case : 

So ladies in romance assist their knight, 

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight. 1 30 
He takes the gift with rev’rence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers’ ends ; 

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread, 

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her head. 

Swift to the Lock a thousand sprites repair, 1 35 
A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair ; 
And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her ear ; 
Thrice she look’d back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The close recesses of the virgin’s thought : 140 

A.8 on the nosegay in her breast reclin’d, 

He watch’d th’ ideas rising in her mind, 

Sudden he view’d, in spite of all her art, 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 

Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his pow’r expir’d, 145 
Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retir’d. 

The Peer now spreads the glitt’ring forfex wide, 
T’ inclose the Lock ; now joins it, to divide. 

Ev’n 

VER.134.] In the first edition it was thus, 

As o’er the fragrant stream she bends her head. 
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Ev’n then, before the fatal engine clos’d, 

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos’d; 150 

Fate urg’d the sheers, and cut the Sylph in twain, 
(But airy substance soon unites again,) 

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 

From the fair head, for ever, and for ever ! 154 

Then flash’d the living lightning from her eyes, 
And screams of horror rend th’ affrighted skies. 

Not louder shrieks to pitying Heav’n are cast, 

When husbands, or when lap-dogs breathe their last ; 
Or when rich China vessels fall’n from high, 

In glitt’ring dust, and painted fragments lie ! 16c 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
(The victor cry’d,) the glorious prize is mine ! 

While fish in streams, or birds delight in air. 

Or in a coach and six the British fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 165 

Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed, 

While 

Ver. 147.] 

First he expands the glitt’ring forfex wide, 

T’ inclose the Lock then joins it to divide : 

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever, 

From the fair head, for ever, and for ever. 

All that is between was added afterwards. 

Ver. 15a. But airy substance] See Milton, lib. vi. of Satan cut 
asunder by the Angel Michael. 

Ver. 165. Atalantis ] A famous book written about that time 
by a woman : full of court and party scandal ; and in a loose 
effeminacy of style and sentiment, which well-suited the debauched 
taste of the better vulgar. 

Mrs. Manley, the author of it, was the daughter of Sir Roger 
Manley, Governor of Guernsey, and the author of the first volume 
of the famous Turkish Spy, published, from his papers, by Dr. 
Midgley. 
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While visits shall be paid on solemn days, 

When num’rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 1 69 
So long my honour, name, and praise shall live ! 
What time would spare, from steel receives its date. 
And monuments, like men, submit to fate ! 

Steel could the labour of the Gods destroy, 

And strike to dust th’ imperial tow’rs of Troy ; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 1 76 

What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hairs should feel 
The conqu’ring force of unresisted steel ? 

Ver. 163, 170.] 

“ Dum juga mentis aper, fluvios dum piscis amabit. 

Semper honos, nomenque tuum, laudesque manebunt.” 

V1R6. 

Ver. 177.] 

“ Ille quoque eversus mons est, &c. 

Quid faciant crines, cum ferro talia cedant ?” 

Catuli,, de com. Berenices. 
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CANTO IV. 

F$UT anxious cares the pensive Nymph oppress’d, 
And secret passions labour’d in her breast. 

Not youthful kings in battle seiz’d alive, 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive. 

Not ardent lovers robb’d of all their bliss, 5 

Not ancient ladies when refus’d a kiss. 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her manteau’s pinn’d awry. 

E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair. 

As thou, sad Virgin! for thy ravish’d hair. ic 

For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew. 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite. 

As ever sully’d the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper scene, 15 
Repair’d to search the gloomy cave of Spleen. 

Swift 

Ver. i.] “ At regina gravi,” &c. Virg. Asneid. iv. 

Ver. 11. For, that sad moment, ts’c.] All the lines from hence 
to the 94th verse, that describe the house of Spleen, are not in the 
first edition ; instead of them followed only these, 

While her rack’d soul repose and peace requires, 

The fierce Thalestris fans the rising fires, 
and continued at the 94th verse of this canto. 
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Swift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach’d the dismal dome. 

No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows, 

The dreaded east is all the wind that blows. 20 

Here in a grotto, shelter’d close from air, 

And screen’d in shades from day’s detested glare, 

She sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 

Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 24 

Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in place, 
But diff ’ring far in figure and in face. 

Here stood Ill-nature like an ancient maid, 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d! 

With store of pray’rs, for mornings, nights, and noons. 
Her hand is fill’d ; her bosom with lampoons. 30 
There Affectation with a sickly mien, 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen, 

Practis’d to lisp, and hang the head aside, 

Faints into airs, and languishes with pride, . 

On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe, 35 

Wrapt in a gown, for sickness, and for show. 

The fair-ones feel such maladies as these, 

When each new night-dress gives a new disease. 

A constant vapour o’er the palace flies ; 

Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise ; 40 

Dreadful, as hermits’ dreams in haunted shades,- 
Or bright, as visions of expiring maids. 

Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires, 

Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires ; 

Now- 
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Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes, 

And crystal domes, and angels in machines. 

Unnumber’d throngs, on ev’ry side are seen, 

Of bodies chang’d to various forms by Spleen. 

Here living tea-pots stand, one arm held out, 

One bent ; the handle this, and that the spout : 50 

A pipkin there, like Homer’s tripod walks ; 

Here sighs a jar, and there a goose-pye talks ; 

Men prove with child, as pow’rful Fancy works, 

And maids turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe past the Gnome through this fantastic band, 
A branch of healing spleenwort in his hand. 56 

Then thus address’d the pow’r — Hail, way ward Queen! 
Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen : 

Parent of vapours and of female wit, 

Who give th’ hysteric, or poetic fit, 60 

On various tempers act by various ways, 

Make some take physic, others scribble plays ; 

Who cause the proud their visits to delay. 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A nymph there is, that all thy pow’r disdains, 65 
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 

But oh ! if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a grace, 

Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like citron-waters matrons’ cheeks inflame. 

Or change complexions at a losing game ; 70 

If 

Ver. 51. Homers tripod -walks ;] See Horn. Iliad, xviii. of 
Vulcan’s walking tripods. 

Ver. 54. and there a goose-pye talks f] Alludes to a real fact, 
a lady of distinction imagined herself in this condition. 
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If e’er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus’d suspicion when no soul was rude, 

Or discompos’d the head-dress of a prude, 

Or e’er to costive lap-dog gave disease, 75 

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ease : 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin, 

That single act gives half the world the spleen. 

The Goddess with a discontented air 
Seems to reject him, tho’ she grants his pray’r. 80 
A wond’rous bag with both her hands she binds, 

Like that where once Ulysses held the winds ; 

There she collects the force of female lung3, 

Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues. 

A vial next she fills with fainting fears, 8$ 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 

Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to day. 

Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 90 

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent, 

And all the Furies issu’d at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire. 

And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire. 94 

O wretched maid ! she spread her hands, and cry’d, 
(While Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid! reply ’d) 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare ? 

VOL. 11. E For 
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For this your Locks in paper durance bound ? 99 

For this with tort’ring irons wreath’d around ? 

For this with fillets strain’d your tender head ? 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 

Gods ! shall the ravisher display your hair, 

While the fops envy, and the ladies stare ! 

Honour forbid! at whose unrival’ d shrine 105 

Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign. 

Methinks already I your tears survey. 

Already hear the horrid things they say, 

Already see you a degraded toast, 

And all your honour in a whisper lost ! 1 10 

How shall I, then, your hapless fame defend ? 

’Twill then be infamy to seem your friend ! 

And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize, 

Expos’d through crystal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten’d by the diamond’s circling rays, 1 15 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 

Sooner shall grass in Hyde-park circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow ; 

Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall. 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perish all ! 1 20 

She said ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs : 

(Sir Plume, of amber snuff-box justly vain. 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 

With 

Ver. ill. Sir Plume repairs,] Sir George Brown. He was 
the only one of the Party who took the thing seriously. He was 
angry that the poet should make him talk nothing but nonsense. 
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With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 1 25 

He first the snuff-box open’d, then the case. 

And thus broke out — “ My Lord, why, what the devil! 
“ Z — ds! damn the Lock! ’fore Gad, you must be civil! 
“ Plague on’t! ’tis past a jest — nay prithee, pox ! 

“ Give her the hair” — he spoke, and rapp’d his box. 

It grieves me much (reply’d the Peer again) 131 
Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain. 

But by this Lock, this sacred Lock I swear, 

(Which never more shall join its parted, hair ; 

Which never more its honours shall renew, 135 

Clip’d from the lovely head where late it grew) 

That while my nostrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear. 

He spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 140 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome ! forbears not so ; 

He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow. 

Then see! the Nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half-languishing, half-drown’d in tears ; 

On her heav’d bosom hung her drooping head, 145 
Which, with a sigh, she rais’d ; and thus she said. 

For ever curs’d be this detested day, 

Which snatch’d my best, my fav’rite curl away ! 

Happy ! 

Ver. 13 3. But by Ibis Loci,] In allusion to Achilles’s oath in 
Homer, II. i. 

Ver. 141. But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not so; 

He breaks the •vial •whence the sorrows fow.] 

These two lines are additional ; and assign the cause of the dif- 
ferent operation on the passions of the two ladies. The poem 
went on before without that distinction, as without any machinery, 
to the end of the canto. 
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Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-Court these eyes had never seen ! 150 

Yet am not I the first mistaken maid, 

By love of courts to num’rous ills betray’d. 

Oh had I rather un-admir’d, remain’d 
In some lone isle, or distant northern land ; 

Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 155 
Where none learn Ombre, none e’er taste Bohea ! 
There kept my charms conceal’d from mortal eye. 
Like roses, that in deserts bloom and die. 

What mov’d my mind with youthful lords to roam ? 

O had I stay’d, and said my pray’rs at home ! 160 

’Twas this the morning omens seem’d to tell, 

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell ; 
The tott’ring China shook without a wind. 

Nay Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind ! 

A Sylph too warn’d me of the threats of Fate, 165 
In mystic visions, now believ’d too late ! 

See the poor remnants of these slighted hairs ! 

My hands shall rend what ev’n thy rapine spares : 
These in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck ; 1 70 

The sister-lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own ; 

Uncurl’d it hangs, the fatal sheers demands. 

And tempts, once more, thy sacrilegious hands. 

Oh hadst thou, cruel! been content to seize 175 
Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these ! 
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CANTO V. 

gHE said : the pitying audience melt in tears. 

But Fate and Jove had stopp’d the Baron’s ears. 
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails ? 

Not half so fix’d the Trojan could remain, 5 

While Anna begg’d and Dido rag’d in vain. 

Then grave Clarissa graceful wav’d her fan ; 

Silence ensu’d, and thus the Nymph began. 

Say, why are beauties prais’d and honour’d most. 
The wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s toast? 10 
Why deck’d with all that land and sea afford, 

Why angels call’d, and angel-like ador’d ? 

Why round our coaches croud the white-glov’d beaus. 
Why bows the side-box from its inmost rows ? 

How vain are all these glories, all our pains, 15 
Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains : 

That men may say, when we the front-box grace, 
Behold the first in virtue as in face ! 

Oh! 

Ver. 7, Then grave Clarissa , &c.] A new character intro- 
duced in the subsequent editions, to open more clearly the moral 
of the poem, in a parody of the speech of Sarpedon to Glaucus 
in Homer. 

E 3 * 
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Oh ! if to dance all night, and dress all day, 

Charm’d the small-pox, or chas’d old-age away ; 20 

Who would not scorn what housewife’s cares produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of use ? 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a saint, 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alas ! frail beauty must decay, 25 

Curl’d or uncurl’d, since Locks will turn to grey ; 
Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade, 

And she who scorns a man, must die a maid ; 

What then remains but well our pow’r to use, 

And keep good-humour still whate’er we lose ? 30 

And trust me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 

When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 

Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul. 

So spoke the dame, but no applause ensu’d ; 35 

Belinda frown’d, Thalestris call’d her prude. 

To arms, to arms! the fierce virago cries, 

And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties, and begin th’ attack ; 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack; 
Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confus’dly rise, 41 
And base and treble voices strike the skies. 

No 

VER.35. So spoke the dame ,] It is a verse frequently repeated 
in Homer after any speech, 

“ So spoke — and all the Heroes applauded.” 

Ver. 37. To arms , to arms /] From hence the first edition goes 
on to the conclusion, except a very few short insertions added, to 
keep the machinery in view to the end of the poem. 
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No common weapons in their hands are found, 

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 45 
And heav’nly breasts with human passions rage ; 
’Gainst Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes arms ! 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms : 

Jove’s thunder roars, Heav’n trembles all around, 49 
Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound : 
Earth shakes her nodding tow’rs,the ground gives way. 
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day ! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height 
Clap’d his glad wings, and sate to view the fight : 
Prop’d on their bodkin spears, the sprites survey 55 
The growing combat, or assist the fray. 

While through the press enrag’d Thalestris flies, 
And scatters death around from both her eyes, 

A beau and witling perish’d in the throng, 

One dy’d in metaphor, and one in song. 6c 

“ O cruel Nymph ! a living death I bear,” 

Cry’d Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards cast, 

“ Those eyes are made so killing” — was his last. 

Thus 

Ver. 45. So ■when bold Homer ] Homer, II xx. 

Ver. 53. Triumphant Umbriel ] 1 hese four lines added, for the 
reason before mentioned. 

Ver. 53. Triumphant Umbriel\ Minerva in like manner, during 
the battle of Ulysses with the suitors in the Odyss. perches on a 
beam of the roof to behold it. 

V ER. 64. “ Those eyes are made so killing ”] The words of a song 
in the opera of Camilla. 
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Thus on Meander’s flow’ry margin lies 65 

Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 
Chloe stepp’d in, and kill’d him with a frown ; 

She smil’d to see the doughty hero slain, 

But, at her smile, the beau reviv’d again. 70 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 

Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair ; 

The doubtful beam long nods from side to side ; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75 

With more than usual lightning in her eyes : 

Nor fear’d the chief th’ unequal fight to try, 

Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this bold lord with manly strength endu’d, 

She with one finger and a thumb subdu’d : 80 

Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 

A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw ; 

The Gnomes direct, to ev’ry atom just. 

The pungent grains of titillating dust. 

Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erflows, 85 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

Now 

Ver. 6j. Thus on Maander s flow ry margin lies] 

“ Sic ubi fata vocant, udis abjectus in herbu, 

Ad vada Mxandri conduit albus olor.” 

Ov. Ep. 

Ver. 71. Now Jove, tsV.] Vid. Homer, IL vii. and Virg. 
.ZEn. xii. 

Ver. 83. The Gnomes direct^ These two lines added, for the 
above reason. 
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Now meet thy fate, incens’d Belinda cry’d, 

And drew a deadly bodkin from her side. 

(The same, his ancient personage to deck, 

Her great great grandsire wore about his neck, go 
In three seal-rings ; which after, melted down. 

Form’d a vast buckle for his widow’s gown : 

Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew, 

The bells she jingled, and the whistle' blew ; 

Then in a bodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs, 95 
Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears. ) 

Boast not my fall (he cry’d) insulting foe ! 

Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind ; 

All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 1 00 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive, 

And burn in Cupid’s flames — but burn alive. 

Restore the Lock ! she cries ; and all around 
Restore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 105 

Roar’d for the handkerchief that caus’d his pain. 

But see how oft ambitious aims are cross’d. 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost ! 

The Lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev’ry place is sought but sought in vain : I xo 

With such a prize no mortal must be blest. 

So Heav’n decrees! with Heav’n who can contest? 

Some 

, V £ R fi.y . {The same, bis ancient personage to deck?\ In imitation 
■*f the progress of Agamemnon’s sceptre in Homer, II. ii. 
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Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere. 
Since all things lost on earth are treasur’d there. 
There heroes’ wits are kept in pond’rous vases, 1 15 
And beaux in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases. 

There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found, 
And lovers’ hearts with ends of riband bound, 

The courtier’s promises, and sick men’s pray’rs, 

The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 1 20 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 

Dry’d butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 

But trust the muse — she saw it upward rise, 

Tho’ mark’d by none but quick, poetic eyes : 

(So Rome’s great founder to the heav’ns withdrew, 
To Proculus alone confess’d in view) 126 

A sudden star, it shot through liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 

Not Berenice’s Locks first rose so bright. 

The heav’ns bespangling with dishevel’d light. 130 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 

And pleas’d pursue its progress through the skies. 

This the beau monde shall from the Mall survey. 
And hail with music its propitious ray ; 

This the blest lover shall for Venus take, 135 

And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake ; 

This 

Ver. 1 14. Since all things lost] Vide Ariosto, Canto xxx iv. 

Ver. 1 iB.] “ Flammiferumque trahens spatioso liinite crinem 
Stella micat.” Ovid. 

Ver. 131. The Sylphs behold] These two lines added, for tli» 
same reason, to keep in view the machinery of die poem. 
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This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless skies, 
When next he looks through Galilaso’s eyes ; 

And hence th’ egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 14.0 

Then cease, bright Nymph! to mourn thy ravish’d 
hair, 

Which adds new glory to the shining sphere ! 

Not all the tresses that fair head can boast. 

Shall draw such envy as the Lock you lost. 

For after all the murders of your eye, 145 

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die ; 

When those fair suns shall set, as set they must. 

And all those tresses shall be laid in dust, 

This Lock, the muse shall consecrate to fame, 

And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name. 150 
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ELEGY 

TO THE MEMORY OP 

AN UNFORTUNATE LADY.* 

\yHAT beck’ning ghost, along the moon-light 
shade 

Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade ? 

*Tis she ! — but why that bleeding bosom gor’d, 

Why dimly gleams the visionary sword 1 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 5 

Is it, in heav’n, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover’s or a Roman’s part ? 

Is there no bright reversion in the sky. 

For those who greatly think, or bravely die ? IO 
Why bade ye else, ye Pow’rs ! her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire ? 

Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes \ 

The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods : 

Thence 

* See the Duke of Buckingham’s Verses to a Lady designing 
to retire into a Monastery, compared with Mr. Pope’s Letters to 
several Ladies, p. 206. quarto Edition. She seems to be the same 
person whose unfortunate death is the subject of this poem. Her 
name is said to have been Wainsbury, and she was ill-shaped and 
deformed. She hanged herself. 

vol. n. r 
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Thence to their images on earth it flows, . 15 

And in the breasts of Kings and Heroes glows. 

Most souls, ’tis true, but peep out once an age. 

Dull sullen prisoners in the body’s cage : 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 
Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres ; 20 » 

Like Eastern Kings a lazy state they keep, 

And, close confin’d to their own palace, sleep. 

From these perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) 

Fate snatch’d her early to the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow, 25 

And sep’rate from their kindred dregs below ; 

So flew the soul to its congenial place, 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, false guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood ! 30 

See on these ruby lips the trembling breath, 

These cheeks now fading at the blast of death ; 

Cold is that breast which warm’d the world before, 
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 

Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball, 35 

Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall : 

On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent herses shall besiege your gates ; 

There passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 

(While the long fun’rals blacken all the way) 40 
Lo 1 these were they, whose souls the Furies steel’d. 
And curs’d with hearts unknowing how to yield. 

Thus 

* 
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** •, 

Thus unlamented pass the proud away, 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 

So perish all, whose breast ne’er learn’d to glow 45 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atone (oh ever-injur’d shade !) 

Thy fate unpity’d, and thy rites unpaid ? 

No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleas’d thy pale ghost, or grac’d thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos’d, 51 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d, 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d, 

By strangers honour’d, and by strangers mourn’d ! 
What tho’ no friends in sable weeds appear, 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 

And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 

What tho’ no weeping Loves thy ashes grace, 

Nor polish’d marble emulate thy face ? 

What tho’ no sacred earth allow thee room. 

Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb ? 

Yet shall thy grave with rising flow’rs be drest. 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast : 

There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 

There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 

While Angels with their silver wings o’ershade 
The ground, now sacred by the reliques made. 

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name, 

What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 

f 2 How 
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How lov’d, how honour’d once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 

’Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be ! 74 

Poets themselves must fall like those they sung, 
Deaf the prais’d ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev’n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 

Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays ; 

Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part, 

And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart, 80 
Life’s idle business at one gasp be o’er, 

The Muse forgot, and thou belov’d no more ! 




( 45 ) 



PROLOGUE 

TO 

MR. ADDISON’S TRAGEDY OF CATO. 

i , 

r pO wake the soul by tender' strokes of art, 

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart, 

To make mankind, in conscious virtue bold, 

Live o’er each scene, and be what they behold : 

For this the Tragic Muse first trod the stage, 5 
Commanding tears to stream through ev’ry age ; 
Tyrants no more their savage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder’d how they wept. 

Our author shuns by vulgar springs to move 

The hero’s glory, or the virgin’s love ; 10 

In pitying love, we but our weakness show, 

And wild ambition well deserves its woe. 

Here tears shall flow from a more gen’rous cause, 
Such tears as patriots shed for dying laws : 

He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise, 15 
And calls forth Roman drops from British eyes.' 
Virtue confess’d in human shape he draws, 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 

No common object to your sight displays, 

But what with' pleasure Heav’n itself surveys, 20 

F 3 A brav# 
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A brave man struggling in the storms of fate. 

And greatly falling with a falling state. 

While Cato gives his little senate laws, 

What bosom beats not in his country’s cause? 

Who sees him act, but envies ev’ry deed ? 25 

Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed ? 
Ev’n when proud Caesar ’midst triumphal cars, 

The spoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Show’d Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in state ; 30 

As her dead Father’s rev’rend image past, 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day o’ercast ; 

The triumph ceas’d, tears gush’d from ev’ry eye ; 
The world’s great Victor pass’d unheeded by ; 

Her last good man dejected Rome ador’d, 35 

And honour’d Caesar’s less than Cato’s sword. 

Britons, attend : be worth like this approv’d, 

And show, you have the virtue to be mov’d. 

With 



Ver. ax. A brave nan, I2V.] A passage of Seneca, which 
Addison adopted as a Motto, and to which Pope in this passage 
finely alludes. 

“ Ecce spectaculum dignum ad quod respiciat , intentus operi sue, 
Deus! Ecce par Deo dignum, vir forth cum mala fortuna com- 
positus! non video, inquam, quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulcrius, 
si convertere animum velit, quam ut spectet Catonem, jam parti- 
bus non semel fractis, nihilhominhs inter ruinas publicas erectum.” 

Ver. 27. Evn when ] The twenty-seventh, thirtieth, thirty-- 
fourth, thirty-ninth, and forty-fifth lines, are artful allusions to the 
character and history of Cato himself. 

Ver. 37. Britons, attend:] Pope had written it — “ Britons, 
arise j” but Addison, frightened at so strong an expression, as pro- 
moting insurrection, lowered and weakened it by the word, attend. 
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"With honest scorn the first fam’d Cato view’d 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom she subdu’d ; 
Your scene precariously subsists too long 41 

On French translation, and Italian song. 

Dare to have sense yourselves ; assert the stage, 

Be justly warm’d with your own native rage : 

Such plays alone should win a British ear, 45 

As Cato’s self had not disdain’d to hear. 



VER.42. On French translation^ He glances ohliquely at the 
Distrest Mother of his old antagonist Philips, taken, evidently, 
from Racine. It is a little remarkable, that the last line of Cato 
is Pope’s ; and the last of Eloisa is Addison’s. 

VeR.46. As Cato’s self , tjfc.] This alludes to that famous 
story of his coming into the Theatre, and going out again, related 
by Martial. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO 

MR. ROWE’S JANE SHORE. 

DESIGNED FOR MRS. OLDFIELD. 

PRODIGIOUS this ! the Frail-one of our Play 
From her own sex should mercy find to-day ! 

You might have held the pretty head aside, 

Peep’d in your fans, been serious, thus, and cry’d, 
The Play may pass — but that strange creature. Shore, 
I can’t — indeed now — I so hate a whore — 6 

Just as a blockhead rubs his thoughtless skull, 

And thanks his stars he was not born a fool ; 

So from a sister sinner you shall hear, 

“ How strangely you expose yourself, my dear ?” 
But let me die, all raillery apart, - 1 1 

Our sex are still forgiving at their heart ; 

And, did not wicked custom so contrive, 

We’d be the best, good-natur’d things alive. 

There are, ’tis true, who tell another tale, 15 
That virtuous ladies envy while they rail ; 

Such rage without betrays the fire within ; 

In some close corner of the soul they sin ; 

Still hoarding up, most scandalously nice, 

Amidst their virtues a reserve of vice. 20 

The 
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The godly dame, who fleshly failings damns, 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 
Would you enjoy soft nights and solid dinners ? 

Faith, gallants, board with saints, and bed with sinners. 

Well, if our Author in the wife offends, 25 

He has a hufband that will make amends : 

He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 

And sure such kind good creatures may be living. 

In days of old, they pardon’d breach of vows, 

Stern Cato’s self was no relentless spouse : 30 

Plu — Plutarch, what’s his name, that writes his life ? 
Tells us, that Cato dearly lov’d his wife : 

Yet if a friend, a night or so, should need her, 

He’d recommend her as a special breeder. 

To lend a wife few here would scruple make, 35 
But, pray, which of you all would take her back ? 
Tho’ with the Stoic Chief our stage may ring, 

The Stoic Husband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, was a sage, ’tis true, 39 

And lov’d his country — but what’s that to you ? 
Those strange examples ne’er were made to fit ye, 
But the kind cuckold might instruct the city : 

There, many an honest man may copy Cato, 

Who ne’er saw naked sword, or look’d in Plato. 

If, after all, you think it a disgrace, 45 

That Edward’s Miss thus perks it in your face ; 

To 

Ver. 44. Who ne'er ja-w] A sly and oblique stroke on the 
suicide of Cato ; which was one of the reasons why this Epilogue 
was not spoken. 
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To see a piece of failing flesh and blood. 

In all the rest so impudently good ; 

Faith, let the modest matrons of the town 49 

Come here in crouds, and stare the strumpet down. 
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SAPPHO TO PHAON. 

j$AY, lovely youth, that dost my heart command, 
Can Phaon’s eyes forget his Sappho’s hand ? 

Must then her name the wretched writer prove, 

To thy remembrance lost, as to thy love ? 

Ask not the cause that I new numbers chuse, ? 
The lute neglected, and the lyric muse ; 

'Love taught my tears in sadder notes to flow, 

And tun’d my heart to elegies of woe. 

I burn, 1 burn, as when through ripen’d corn 
By driving winds the spreading flames are borne ! io 
Phaon to Etna’s scorching fields retires, 

While I consume with more than Aetna’s fires ! 

No more my soul a charm in music finds ; 

Music has charms alone for peaceful minds. 

Soft scenes of solitude no more can please, 15 

Love enters there, and I’m my own disease. 

No more the Lesbian dames my passion move, 

Once the dear objects of my guilty love ; 

All other loves are lost in only thine, 

Ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine ! 20 

Whom would not all those blooming charms surprize, 
Those heav’nly looks, and dear deluding eyes ? 
vol. u. o The 
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The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, 

A brighter Phoebus Phaon might appear ; 

Would you with ivy wreath your flowing hair, 25 
Not Bacchus’ self with Phaon could compare : 

Yet Phoebus lov’d, and Bacchus felt the flame. 

One Daphne warm’d, and one the Cretan dame ; 
Nymphs that in verse no more could rival me. 

Than ev’n those Gods contend in charms with thee. 30 
The Muses teach me all their softest lays, 

And the wide world resounds with Sappho’s praise. 
Tho’ great Alcaeus more sublimely sings, 

And strikes with bolder rage the sounding strings, 
No less renown attends the moving lyre, 35 

Which Venus tunes, and all her loves inspire ; 

To me what nature has in charms deny’d. 

Is well by wit’s more lasting flames supply’d. 

Tho’ short my stature, yet my name extends 
To heav’n itself, and earth’s remotest ends. 40 

Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 
Inspir’d young Perseus with a gen’rous flame ; 
Turtles and doves of different hues unite. 

And glossy jet is pair’d with shining white. 

If to no charms thou wilt thy heart resign, 45 

But such as merit, such as equal thine, 

By none, alas ! by none thou can’st be mov’d, 

Phaon alone by Phaon must be lov’d i 

Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 

Once in her arms you center’d all your joy : 50 

12 No 
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No time the dear remembrance can remove, 

For oh ! how vast a memory has love ? 

My music, then, you could for ever hear, 

And all my words were music to your ear. 

You stopp’d with kisses my enchanting tongue, 55 
And found my kisses sweeter than my song. 

In all I pleas’d, but most in what was best ; 

And the last joy was dearer than the rest. 

Then with each word, each glance, each motion fir’d. 
You still enjoy’d, and yet you still desir’d, 60 

Till all dissolving in the trance we lay. 

And in tumultuous raptures dy’d away. 

The fair Sicilians now thy soul inflame ; 

Why was I born, ye Gods, a Lesbian dame ? 

But ah i beware, Sicilian nymphs ! nor boast 65 
That wand’ring heart which I so lately lost ; 

Nor be with all those tempting words abus’d, 

Those tempting words were all to Sappho us’d. 

And you that rule Sicilia’s happy plains, 70 

Have pity, Venus, on your Poet’s pains ! 

Shall fortune still in one sad tenor run, 

And still increase the woes so soon begun ? 

Inur’d to sorrow from my tender years, 

My parent’s ashes drank my early tears ; 75 

My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burn’d in a destructive flame : 

An infant daughter late my griefs increas’d, 

And all a mother’s cares distract my breast. 

G 2 Alas ! 
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Alas ! what more could fate itself impose, 

But thee, the last and greatest of my woes ? 80 

No more my robes in waving purple flow, 

Nor on my hand the sparkling di’monds glow ; 

No more my locks in ringlets curl’d diffuse 
The costly sweetness of Arabian dews, 

Nor braids of gold the varied tresses bind, 8 $ 

That fly disordered with the wanton wind : 

For whom should Sappho use such arts as these ? 
He’s gone, whom only she desir’d to please ! 

Cupid’s light darts my tender bosom move. 

Still is there cause for Sappho still to love : 90 

So from my birth the Sisters fix’d my doom, 

And gave to Venus all my life to come ; 

Or, while my Muse in melting notes complains, 

My yielding heart keeps measure to my strains. 

By charms like thine which all my soul have won, 
Who might not — ah ! who would not be undone ? 
For those Aurora Cephalus might scorn, 

And with fresh blushes paint the conscious morn. 

For those might Cynthia lengthen Phaon’s sleep, 

And bid Endymion nightly tend his sheep. 100 
Venus for those had rapt thee to the skies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus’ eyes. 

O scarce a youth, yet scarce a tender boy ! 

O useful time for lovers to employ ! 

Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 105 

Come to these arms, and melt in this embrace ! 

The 
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The vows you never will return, receive j 
And take at least the love you will not give. 

See, while I write, my words are lost in tears ! 

The less my sense, the more my love appears. I io 
Sure ’twas not much to bid one kind adieu, 

(At least to feign was never hard to you;) 

Farewell, my Lesbian love, you might have said ; 

Or coldly thus, Farewell, O Lesbian maid ! 

No tear did you, no parting kiss receive, 1 15 

Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve. 

No lover’s gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 

No charge I gave you, and no charge could give. 

But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. iio 
Now, by the Nine, those pow’rs ador’d by me, 

And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, 

When first I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 

That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 

Like some sad statue, speechless, pale I stood, 125 
Grief chill’d my breast, andstopp’d my freezing blood ; 
No sigh to rise, no tear had pow’r to flow, 

Fix’d in a stupid lethargy of woe : 

But when its way th’ impetuous passion found, 

I rend my tresses, and my breast I wound ; 130 

I rave, then weep j I curse, and then complain ; 

Now swell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs distract the mournful dame, 

Whose first-born infant feeds the fun’ral flame. 

g 3 My 
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My scornful brother with a smile appears, 

Insults my woes, and triumphs in my tears, 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes, 

And why this grief ? thy daughter lives, he cries. 
Stung with my love, and furious with despair. 

All torn my garments, and my bosom bare, 14® 
My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim j 
Such inconsistent things are love and shame ! 

’Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 

My daily longing, and my dream by night : 

Oh night more pleasing than the brightest day, 145 
When fancy gives what absence takes away, 

And, dress’d in all its visionary charms, 

Restores my fair deserter to my arms ! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreath I twine. 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine : 150 

A thousand tender words I hear and speak - r 
A thousand melting kisses give, and take : 

Then fiercer joys, I blush to mention these. 

Yet, while I blush, confess how much they please. 
But when, with day, the sweet delusions fly, 155 
And all things wake to life and joy, but I, 

As if once more forsaken, I complain. 

And close my eyes to dream of you again : 

Then frantic rise, and like some fury rove 
Through lonely plains, and through the silent grove, 
As if the silent grove and lonely plains, 161 

That knew my pleasures, could relieve my pains. 

9 I view 
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I view the grotto, once the scene of love, 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 

That chajrm’d me more, with native moss o’ergrown. 
Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian stone, 166 
I find the shades that veil’d our joys before ; 

But, Phaon gone, those shades delight no more. 

Here the press’d herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin’d in am’rous folds we lay ; 170 

I kiss that earth which once was press’d by you, 

And all with tears the withering herbs bedew. 

For thee the fading trees appear to mourn. 

And birds defer their songs till thy return : 

Night shades the groves, and all in silence lie, 175 
All but the mournful Philomel and I : 

With mournful Philomel I join my strain, 

Of Tereus she, of Phaon I complain. 

A spring there is, whose silver waters show, 

Clear as a glass, the shining sands below 180 
A flow’ry Lotos spreads its arms above, 

Shades all the banks, and seems itself a grove ; 

Eternal greens the mossy margin grace, 

Watch’d by the sylvan genius of the place : 

Here as I lay, and swelled with tears the flood, 185 
Before my sight a wat’ry Virgin stood : 

She stood and cry’d, “ O you that love in vain ! 

“ Fly hence, and seek the fair Leucadian main ; 

“ There stands a rock, from whose impending steep 
** Apollo’s fane surveys the rolling deep j 190 

There 
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“ There injur’d lovers, leaping from above, 

“ Their flames extinguish, and forget to love. 

“ Deucalion once with hopeless fury burn’d, 

“ In vain he lov’d, relentless Pyrrha scorn’d : 194 

“ But wlien from hence he plung’d into the main, 

“ Deucalion scorn’d, and Pyrrha lov’d in vain. 

“ Haste, Sappho, haste, from high Leucadia throw 
“ Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below !” 
She spoke, and vanish’d with the voice — I rise. 

And silent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 200 
I go, ye Nymphs ! those rocks and seas to prove ; 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love ! 

I go, ye Nymphs, where furious love inspires ; 

Let female fears submit to female fires. 

To rocks and seas I fly from Phaon’s hate, 205 
And hope from seas and rocks a milder fate. 

Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 

And softly Jay me on the waves below 1 
And thou, kind Love, my sinking limbs sustain, 
Spread thy soft wings, and waft me o’er the main. 
Nor let a lover’s death the guiltless flood profane ! 

On Phoebus’ shrine my harp I’ll then bestow, 212 
And this inscription shall be placed below : 

“ Here she who sung, to him that did inspire, 

“ Sappho to Phoebus consecrates her lyre ; 215 

“ What suits with Sappho, Phoebus, suits with thee } 
“ The gift, the giver, and the God agree.’* 

But why, alas ! relentless youth, ah why 
To distant seas must tender Sappho fly ? 
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Thy charms than those may far more pow’rful be, 
And Phoebus’ self is less a God to me. 221 

Ahl canst thou doom me to the rocks and sea, 

Oh, far more faithless and more hard than they ? 

Ah ! canst thou rather see this tender breast 
Dash’d on these rocks than to thy bosom prest ? 225 
This breast which once, in vain ! you lik’d so well ; 
Where the Loves play’d, and where the Muses dwell. 
Alas ! the Muses now no more inspire, 

Untun’d my lute, and silent is my lyre. 

My languid numbers have forgot to flow, 230 

And fancy sinks beneath the weight of woe. 

Ye Lesbian virgins, and ye Lesbian dames, 

Themes of my verse, and objects of my flames, 

No more your groves with my glad songs shall ring, 
No more these hands shall touch the trembling string ; 
My Phaon’s fled, and I those arts resign 236 

(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine !) 
Return, fair youth, return, and bring along 
Joy to my soul, and vigour to my song : 

Absent front thee, the Poet’s flame expires ; 240 

But ah ! how fiercely burn the lover’s fires ? 

Gods ! can no pray’rs, no sighs, no numbers move 
One 8avage heart, or teach it how to love ? 

The winds my pray’rs, my sighs, my numbers bear, 
The flying winds have lost them all in air ! 245 

Or when, alas ! shall more auspicious gales 
To these fond eyes restore thy welcome sails ! 

If 
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If you return — ah why these long delays ? 
Poor Sappho dies while careless Phaon stays. 
O launch the bark, nor fear the wat’ry plain ; 
Venus for thee shall smooth her native main. 

O launch thy bark, secure of prosp’rous gales 
Cupid for thee shall spread the swelling sails. 
If you will fly — (yet ah ! what cause can be. 
Too cruel youth, that you should fly from me 
If not from Phaon I must hope for ease, 

Ah let me seek it from the raging seas : 

To raging seas unpity’d I’ll remove. 

And either cease to live or cease to love ! 




ELOISA TO ABELARD 



O Abelard, ill-fated youth, 

Thy tale shall justify this truth. 

But well I weet, thy cruel wrong 
Adorns a nobler Poet’s song : 

Dan Pope for thy misfortune griev’d, 
With kind concern and skill has weav’d 
A silken web ; and ne’er shall fade 
Its colours ; gently has he laid 
The mantle o’er thy sad distress, 

And Venus shall the texture bless. 



Prior. 
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ARGUMENT. 

^BELARD and Eloi'sa flourished in the twelfth 
century ; they were two of the most distinguished 
persons of their age in learning and beauty, but for 
nothing more famous than for their unfortunate pas- 
sion. After a long course of calamities, they retired 
each to a several convent, and consecrated the remain- 
der of their days to religion. It was many years after 
this separation that a letter of Abelard’s to a friend, 
which contained the history of his misfortune, fell into 
the hands of Eloi'sa. This awakening all her tender- 
ness, occasioned those celebrated letters (out of which 
the following is partly extracted) which give so lively 
a picture of the struggles of grace and nature, virtue 
and passion. 

A traveller who visited the convent about the year 
.768 ( see Annual Register ) says, that its situation 
and prospects by no means resemble Pope’s beautiful 
and romantic description of it. Father St. Romain, 
the officiating priest, walked with him round the whole 
demesne. The abbess, who was in her eighty-second 
year, desired to see our traveller, for she said she was 
his countrywoman, and allied to the extinct families of 
Lifford and Stafford. She was aunt to the then Duke 
de Rochfaulcault j and being fifth in succession, as ab- 
bess of that convent, hoped it would become a kind of 
patrimony. We know, alas ! what has since happened 
voi,. 11. h both 
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both to her family and her convent ! The community 
seemed to know but little of the afflicting story of 
their founder. Little remains of the original building 
but a few pointed arches. In examining the tombs of 
these unfortunate lovers, he observed that Eloisa ap- 
peared much taller than Abelard. 



Digitized by Google 



( 67 ) 



ELOISA TO ABELARD. 

JN these deep solitudes and awful cells, 

Where heav’nly-pensive contemplation dwells, 
And ever-musing melancholy reigns ; 

What means this tumult in a Vestal’s veins ? 

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat ? 5 

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Yet, yet I love ! — From Abelard it came, 

And Elo'isa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear fatal name ! rest ever unreveal’d, 

Nor pass these lips in holy silence seal’d : 10 

Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise. 

Where, mix’d with God’s, his lov’d idea lies : 

O write it not, my hand — the name appears 
Already written — wash it out, my tears ! 

In vain lost Eloisa weeps and prays, 15 

Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys. 

Relentless walls ! whose darksome round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains : 

Ye rugged rocks, which holy knees have worn : 

Ye grots and caverns shagg’d with horrid thorn ! 20 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey’d virgins keep, 
And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep ! 

H 2 Tho’ 
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Tho’ cold, like you, unmov’d and silent grown, 

I have not yet forgot myself to stone. 

All is not Heav’n’s while Abelard has part, 25 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 

Nor pray’rs nor fasts, its stubborn pulse restrain, 

Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 

Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose, 

That well-known name awakens all my woes. 30 
Oh name for ever sad ! for ever dear ! 

Still breath’d in sighs, still usher’d with a tear. 

I tremble too, where’er my own I find, 

Some dire misfortune follows close behind. 

Line after line my gushing eyes o’erflow, 35 

Led through a sad variety of woe : 

Now warm in love, now with’ring in my bloom, 

Lost in a convent’s solitary gloom ! 

There stern Religion quench’d th’ unwilling flame, 
There dy’d the best of passions, Love and Fame. 40 
Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 

Nor foes nor fortune take this pow’r away j 
And is my Abelard less kind than they ? 

Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare, 45 
Love but demands what else were shed in pray’r ; 

No happier task these faded eyes pursue ; 

To read and Weep is all they now can do. 

Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief ; 

Ah, more than share it, give me all thy grief. 50 

Heav’n 
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Heav’n first taught letters for some wretch’s aid. 
Some banish’d lover, or some captive maid ; 

They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspires. 
Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires, 

The virgin’s wish without her fears impart, 55 

Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart. 

Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 

And waft a sigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Thou know’st how guiltless first I met thy flame, 
When love approach’d me under friendship’s name ; 
My fancy form’d thee of angelic kind, 6 1 

Some emanation of th’ all-beauteous mind. 

Those smiling eyes, attemp’ring ev’ry ray, 

Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day. 

Guiltless I gaz’d, heav’n listen’d while you sung ; 65 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like those what precept fail’d to move ? 
Too soon they taught me ’twas no sin to love : 

Back through the paths of pleasing sense I ran, 

Nor wish’d an angel whom I lov’d a man. 70 

Dim and remote the joys of saints I see ; 

Nor envy them that heav’n I lose for thee. 

How oft, when press’d to marriage, have I said. 
Curse on all laws but those which love has made ? 
Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 75 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 

Let 

Ver. 66. And truth divine, SjiV.] He was her preceptor in 
philosophy and divinity. 

H 3 
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Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
August her deed, and sacred be her fame ; 

Before true passion all those views remove ; 

Fame, wealth, and honour ! what are you to Love ? 
The jealous God, when we profane his fires, 8 1 

Those restless passions in revenge inspires, 

And bids them make mistaken mortals groan, 

Who seek in love for aught but love alone. 

Should at my feet the world’s great master fall, 8 5 
Himself, his throne, his world, I’d scorn ’em all ; 

Nor Caesar’s empress would I deign to prove ; 

No, make me mistress to the man I love ; 

If there be yet another name more free, 

More fond than mistress, make me that to thee ! 

Oh ! happy state ! when souls each other draw, 91 
When love is liberty, and nature, law : 

All .then is full, possessing and possest, 

No craving void left aking in the breast : 

Ev’n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part. 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the heart. 
This sure is bliss (if bliss on earth there be), 

And once the lot of Abelard and me. 

Alas ! how chang’d ! what sudden horrors rise ! 

A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 100 

Where, where was Elo'fse ? her voice, her hand ! 

Her poinard had oppos’d the dire command. 
Barbarian, stay ! that bloody stroke restrain ; 

The crime was common, common be the pain. 

I can 
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I can no more ; by shame, by rage suppress’d, 105 
Let tears and burning blushes speak the rest. 

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day, • 
When victims at yon altar’s foot vve lay ? 

Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 

When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 

As with cold lips I kiss’d the sacred veil, 1 1 1 

The shrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale : 
Heav’n scarce believ’d the conquest it survey’d. 

And saints with wonder heard the vows I made. 

Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew, 1 15 

Not on the Cross my eyes were fix’d, but you : 

Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 

And if I lose thy love, I lose my all. 

Come ! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe ; 
Those still at least are left thee to bestow. 1 20 

Still on that breast enamour’d let me lie, 

Still drink delicious poison from thy eye, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be press’d ; 

Give all thou canst — and let me dream the rest. 

Ah no ! instruct me other joys to prize, 125 

With other beauties charm my partial eyes. 

Full in my view set all the bright abode, 

And make my soul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah think at least thy flock deserves thy care, 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray’r, 1 30 
From the false world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led. 

You 
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You rais’d these hallow’d walls; the desert smil’d. 
And paradise was open’d in the wild. 

No weeping orphan saw his father’s stores 135 

Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 

No silver saints, by dying misers giv’n. 

Here brib’d the rage of ill-requited heav’n : 

But such plain roofs as piety could raise, 

And only vocal with the Maker’s praise. 140 

In these lone walls (their days eternal bound) 

These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets crown’d, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 

And the dim windows shade a solemn light ; 

Thy eyes diffus’d a reconciling ray, 145 

And gleams of glory brighten’d all the day. 

But now no face divine contentment wears, 

’Tis all blank sadness, or continual tears. 

See how the force of others pray’rs I try, 

(O pious fraud of am’rous charity ! ) 150 

But why should I on others pray’rs depend ? 

Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend ? 

Ah let thy handmaid, sister, daughter, move, 

And all those tender names in one, thy love ! 

The darksome pines that o’er yon rocks reclin’d 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 156 
The wand’ ring streams that shine between the hills. 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The 

Ver. 133. You rais'd these hallow'd walls ;] He founded the 
monaftery. 
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The dying gales that pant upon the trees. 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze ; 160 

No more these scenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to rest the visionary maid. 

But o'er the twilight groves and dusky caves. 

Long sounding isles, and intermingled graves, 

Black Melancholy sits, and round her throws 165 
A death-like silence, and a dread repose : 

Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, 

Shades ev’ry flow’r, and darkens ev’ry green, 

Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 
Yet here for ever, ever must I stay ; 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 

Death, only death, can break the lasting chain ; 

And here, ev’n then, shall my cold dust remain, 

Here all its frailties, all its flames resign, 175 

And wait till ’tis no sin to mix with thine. 

Ah wretch ! believ’d the spouse of God in vain, 
Confess’d within the slave of love and man. 

Assist me, heav’n ! but whence arose that pray’r ? 
Sprung it from piety, or from despair ? 180 

Ev’n here, where frozen chastity retires, 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 185 

Repent old pleasures, and solicit new j 

Now 
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Now turn’d to heav’n, I weep my past offence, 

Now think of thee, and curse my innocence. 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

*Tis sure the hardest science to forget: 190 

How shall I lose the sin, yet keep the sense. 

And love th’ offender, yet detest th’ offence ? 

How the dear object from the crime remove, 

Or how distinguish penitence from love ? 

Unequal task ! a passion to resign, 195 

For hearts so touch’d, so pierc’d, so lost as mine. 

Ere such a soul regains its peaceful state, 

How often must it love, how often hate ! 

How often hope, despair, resent, regret. 

Conceal, disdain, — do all things but forget. 200 
But let heav’n seize it, all at once ’tis fir’d ; 

Not touch’d, but rapt ; not waken’d, but inspir’d ! 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to subdue, 

Renounce my love, my life, myself — and you. 

Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 
Alone can rival, can succeed to thee. 

How happy is the blameless vestal’s lot ! 

The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 

Eternal sun-shine of the spotless mind ! 

Each pray’r accepted, and each wish resigned ; 210 

Labour and rest, that equal periods keep ; 

** Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep 
Desires compos’d, affections ever even ; 

Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to heav’n. 

Grace 
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Grace shines around her with serenest beams, 2 1 5 
And whisp’ring angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her th* unfading rose of Eden blooms, 

And wings of seraphs shed divine perfumes, * 

For her the spouse prepares the bridal ring, 

For her white virgins hymeneals sing, 220 

To sounds of heav’nly harps she dies away, 

And melts in visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ, 

Far other raptures, of unholy joy : 

When at the close of each sad, sorrowing day, 225 
Fancy restores what vengeance snatch’d away. 

Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature free. 

All my loose soul unbounded springs to thee: 

Oh curst, dear horrors of all-conscious night ! 

How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 230 

Provoking demons all restraint remove, 

And stir within me every source of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze o’er all thy charms, 

And round thy phantom glue my clasping arms. 

I wake : — no more I hear, no more I view, 23$ 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud, it hears not what I say : 

' I stretch my empty arms ; it glides away. 

To dream once more I close my willing eyes ; 

Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise ; 240 

Alas, no more ! methinks we wand’ring go 
Through dreary wastes, and weep each other’s woe, 

Where 
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Where round some mould’ring tow Y pale ivy creeps, 
And low-brow’d rocks hang nodding o’er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the skies ; 245 
Clouds interpose, waves roar, and winds arise. 

I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect find. 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 

For thee the fates, severely kind, ordain 
A cool suspence from pleasure and from pain ; 25c 

Thy life a long dead calm of fix’d repose ; 

No pulse that riots, and no blood that glows. 

Still as the sea, ere winds were taught to blow, 

Or moving spirit bade the waters flow ; 

Soft as the slumbers of a saint forgiv’n, 25 J 

And mild as op’ning gleams of promis’d heav’n. 

Come, Abelard ! for what hast thou to dread ? 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 

Nature stands check’d ! religion disapproves ; 

Ev’n thou art cold — yet Eloisa loves. 260 

Ah hopeless, lasting flames ; like those that burn 
To light the dead, and warm th’ unfruitful urn. 

What scenes appear where’er I turn my view ! 

The dear ideas, where I fly, pursue. 

Rise in the grove, before the altar rise, 265 

Stain all my soul, and wanton in my eyes. 

I waste the matin lamp in sighs for thee, 

Thy image steals between my God and me, 

Thy voice I seem in ev’ry hymn to hear,. 

With ev’ry bead I drop too soft a tear. 270 

When 
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When from the censer clouds of fragrance roll. 

And swelling organs lift the rising soul, 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight. 
Priests, tapers, temples, swim before my sight : 

In seas of flame my plunging soul is drown’d, 27 j 

While altars blaze, and angels tremble round. 

While prostrate here in humble grief I lie. 

Kind, virtuous drops just gath’ring in my eye, 

While praying, trembling, in the dust I roll. 

And dawning grace is op’ning on my soul : 280 

Come, if thou dar’st, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppose thyself to heav’n ; dispute my heart : 

Come, with one glance of those deluding eyes, 

Blot out each bright idea of the skies ; 

Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those tears; 
Take back my fruitless penitence and pray’rs ; 286 

Snatch me, just mounting, from the blest abode ; 
Assist the fiends, and tear me from my God ! 

No, fly me, fly me, far as pole from pole ; 

Rise Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll ! 290 

Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 

Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee. 

Thy oaths I quit, thy memory resign ; 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate’er was mine. 

Fair eyes, and tempting looks, (which yet I view !)' 
Long lov’d, ador’d ideas, all adieu ! n 296 

Oh* grace serene ! oh, virtue heav’nly fair ! . > 

Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care ! >' •' 

VOL. 11. 1 * Fresh- 
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Fresh-blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky ! 

And faith, our early immortality ! 300 

Enter, each mild, each amicable guest ; 

Receive, and wrap me, in eternal rest ! 

See in her cell sad Elo'isa spread, 

Propt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 

In each low wind methinks a spirit calls, ' 305 

And more than echoes talk along the walls. 

Here, as I watch’d the dying lamps around, 

From yonder shrine I heard a hollow sound. 

“ Come, sister, come ! (it said, or seem’d to say) 

“ Thy place is here, sad sister, come away ; 310 

“ Once, like thyself, I trembled, wept, and pray’d, 

“ Love’s victim then, tho’ now a sainted maid : 

“ But all is calm in this eternal sleep ; 

** Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 

Ev’n superstition loses every fear: 315 

w For God, not man, absolves our frailties here.” 

I come, I come ! prepare your roseate bow’rs. 
Celestial palms, and ever-blooming flow’rs. 

Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go, 

Where flames refin’d in breasts seraphic glowj 320 
Thou, Abelard ! the last sad office pay, 

And smooth my passage to the realms of day : 

See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll. 

Suck my last breath, and catch my flying soul ! 

Ah no — in sacred vestments may’st thou stand, 325' 
The hallow’d taper trembling in thy hand, 

' . Present 
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Present the cross before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once-lov’d EloYsa see ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 

See from my cheek the transient roses fly ! 

See the last sparkle languish in my eye ! 

’Till every motion, pulse, and breath be o’er ; 

And ev’n my Abelard be lov’d no more. 

Oh Death, all-eloquent 1 you only prove 
What dust we doat on, when ’tis man we love. 

'Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame destroy, 
.(That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy) 

In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown’d. 

Bright clouds descend, and angels watch thee round, 
From op’ning skies may streaming glories shine, 341 
And saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 

May one kind grave unite each hapless name, 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame 1 

Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o’er, 345 

When this rebellious heart shall beat no more ; 

If ever chance two wand’ring lovers brings 
To Paraclete’s white walls and silver springs, 

O’er the pale marble shall they join their heads, 

And drink the falling tears each other sheds ; 350 

Then sadly say, with mutual pity mov’d, 

“ Oh may we never love as these have lov’d I” 

From the full choir when loud Hosannas rise. 

And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

i 2 
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Amid that scene, if some relepting eye 355 

Glance on the stone *vhere our cold relics lie. 
Devotion’s self shall steal a thought from heav’n. 

One human tear shall drop, and be forgiv'n. 

And sure if fate some future bard shall join 

In sad similitude of grjefs to mine, 36® 

Condemn’d whole years in absence to deplore, 

And image charms he must behold no more ; 

Such if there be* who loves so long, so well ; 

Let him our sad, our tender story tell ; 

The well-sung woes will sooth my pensive ghost} 365 
He best can paint ’em who shall feel ’em most. 



Digitized by Google 




TRANSLATIONS 

AND 

IMITATIONS. 



Digitized by Google 




Digitized by Google 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



^HE following Translations were selected from 
many others done by the Author in his youth ; 
for the most part indeed but a sort of Exercisesy 
while he was improving himself in the languages, and 
carried, by his early bent to Poetry , to perform them 
rather in verse than prose. Mr. Drycten ’ s Fables 
came out about that time, which occasioned the 
Translations from Chaucer. They were first sepa- 
rately printed in Miscellanies by J. Tonson and 
B. Lintot, and afterwards collected in the Quarto 
Edition of 1717. The Imitations of English Authors , 
which are added at the end, were done as early, some 
of them at fourteen or fifteen years old ; but having 
also got into Miscellanies, we have put them here to- 
gether to complete this juvenile volume. 

Pope. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

r £' , HE hint of the following piece was taken from 
Chaucer’s House of Fame. The design is in a 
manner entirely altered, the descriptions and most of 
the particular thoughts my own : yet I could not suf- 
fer it to be printed without this acknowledgment. 
The reader who would compare this with Chaucer, 
may begin with his third book of Fame, there being 
nothing in the two first books that answers to their 
title : wherever any hint is taken from him, the pas-, 
sage itself is set down in the marginal notes. 

Pope. 



The following note was prefixed to the first edition 
of this poem : 

“ Some modern critics, from a pretended refinement 
of taste, have declared themselves unable to relish alle- 
gorical poems. It is not easy to penetrate into the 
meaning of this criticism ; for if fable be allowed one 
of the chief beauties, or, as Aristotle calls it, the very 
soul of poetry, it is hard to comprehend how that 
fable should be the less valuable for having a moral. 
The ancients constantly made use of allegories. My 
Lord Bacon has composed an express treatise in proof 
of this, entitled, The Wisdom of the Ancients ; where 
the reader may see several particular fictions exempli- 
fied and explained with great clearness, judgment, and 
learning. The incidents, indeed, by which the allegory* 
is conveyed, must be varied according to the different 
genius or manners of different times j and they should 
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never be spun too long, or too much clogged with 
trivial circumstances, or little particularities. We find 
an uncommon charm in truth, when it is conveyed by 
this sideway to our understanding : and it is observ- 
able, that even in the most ignorant ages this way of 
writing has found reception. Almost all the poems 
in the old Proven5al had this turn ; and from these it 
was that Petrarch took the idea of his poetry. We 
have his Trionfi in this kind ; and Boccace pursued in 
the same track. Soon after Chaucer introduced it 
here, whose Romaunt of the Rose, Court of Love, 
Flower and the Leaf, House of Fame, and some others 
of his writings are master-pieces of this sort. In epic 
poetry, it is true, too nice and exact a pursuit of the 
allegory is justly esteemed a fault ; and Chaucer had 
the discernment to avoid it in his Knight’s Tale, 
which was an attempt towards an epic poem. Ari- 
osto, with less judgment, gave entirely into it in his 
Orlando; which, though carried to an excess, had 
yet so much reputation in Italy, that Tasso (who re- 
duced heroic poetry to the juster standard of the an- 
cients) was forced to prefix to his work a scrupulous 
explanation of the allegory of it, to which the fable 
itself could scarce have directed his readers. Our 
countryman, Spenser, followed, whose poem is almost 
entirely allegorical, and imitates the manner of Ariosto 
rather than that of Tasso. Upon the whole, one may 
observe this sort of writing (however discontinued of 
late) was in all times so far from being rejected by 
the best poets, that some of them have rather erred 
by insisting on it too closely, and carrying it too far ; 
and that to infer from thence that the allegory itself 
is vicious, is a presumptuous contradiction to the 
judgment and practice of the greatest geniuses, both 
ancient and modern/’ 




THE 



TEMPLE OF FAME. 

JN that soft season, when descending show’rs 

Call forth the greens, and wake the rising flow’rs ; 
When op’ning buds salute the welcome day. 

And earth relenting feels the genial ray : 

As balmy sleep had charm’d my cares to rest, 5 
And love itself wa3 banish’d from my breast, 

(What time the morn mysterious visions brings, 

While purer slumbers spread their golden wings) 

A train of phantoms in wild order rose. 

And join’d, this intellectual scene compose. to 

I stood, methought, betwixt earth, seas, and skies ; 
The whole creation open to my eyes : 

In air self-balanc’d hung the globe below, 

Where mountains rise, and circling oceans flow ; 

Here naked rocks, and empty wastes were seen ; 15 
There tow’ry cities, and the forests green ; 

Here sailing ships delight the wand’ring eyes ; 

There trees, and intermingled temples rise : 

Now a clear sun the shining scene displays. 

The transient landscape now in clouds decays, 20 
- vol. n. k O’er 
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O’er the wide prospect as I gaz’d around* 

Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous sound, 

Like broken thunders that at distance roar. 

Or billows murm’ring on the hollow shore : 

Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 25 

Whose tow’ring summit ambient clouds conceal’d. 
High on a rock of ice the structure lay, 

Steep its ascent, and slipp’ry was the way j 
The wond’rous rock like Parian marble shone. 

And seem’d, to distant sight, of solid stone. 30 

Inscriptions here of various names I view’d, 

The greater part by hostile time subdu’d ; 

Yet wide was spread their fame in ages past, 

And poets once had promis’d they should last. 

Some fresh engrav’d appear’d of Wits renown’d ; 

I look’d again, nor could their trace be found. 36 
Critics I saw, that other names deface, 

And fix their own, with labour, in their place : 

Their own, like others, soon their place resign’d. 

Or disappear’d, and left the first behind. 49 

Nor was the work impair’d by storms alone, 

But felt th’ approaches of too warm a sun ; 

For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than excess of praise. 

Yet part no injuries of heav’n could feel, 45 

Like crystal faithful to the graving steel : 

The rock’s high summit, in the temple’s shade. 

Nor heat could melt, nor beating storm invade. 

9 Their 
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Their names inscrib’d unnumber’d ages past 
From time’s first birth, with time itself shall last j 50 
These ever new, nor subject to decays. 

Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 

So Zembla’s rocks (the beauteous work of frost) 
Rise white in air, and glitter o’er the coast ; 

Pale suns, unfelt, at distance roll away, 55 

And on th’ impassive ice the lightnings play ; 

Eternal snows the growing mass supply. 

Till the bright mountains prop th’ incumbent sky : 
As Atlas fix’d, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather’d winter of a thousand years. 60 

On this foundation Fame’s high temple stands ; 
Stupendous pile ! not rear’d by mortal hands. 
Whate’er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 

Or elder Babylon, its frame excell’d. 

Four faces had the dome, and ev’ry face 65 

Of various structure, but of equal grace : 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high. 

Salute the diff’rent quarters of the sky. 

Here fabled chiefs in darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 70 

Who cities rais’d, or tam’d a monstrous race ; 

The walls in venerable order grace. 

Heroes 

VER.65. Four faces bad the dome, Is’c.'] The temple is described 
to be square, the four fronts with open gates feeing the different 
quarters of the world, as an intimation that all nations of the earth 
may alike be received into it. The western front is of Grecian 
architecture: the Doric order was peculiarly sacred to heroes and 
worthies. Those whose statues are after mentioned, were the first 
names of old Greece in arms and arts. 

k 2 
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Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And legislators seem to think in stone. 

Westward, a sumptuous frontispiece appear’d, 75 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear’d. 

Crown’d with an architrave of antique mold, 

And sculpture rising on the roughen’d gold. 

In shaggy spoils here Theseus was beheld, 

And Perseus dreadful with Minerva’s shield : 80 

There great Alcides stooping with his toil, 

Rests on his club, and holds th’ Hesperian spoil. 
Here Orpheus sings ; trees moving to the sound 
Start from their roots, and form a shade around : 
Amphion there the loud-creating lyre 85 

Strikes, and beholds a sudden ThebCs aspire ! 
Cithaeron’s echoes answer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall : 

There might you see the length’ning spires ascend, 
The domes swell up, and wid’ning arches bend, 90 
The growing tow’rs, like exhalations rise. 

And the huge columns heave into the skies. 

The eastern front was glorious to behold. 

With di’mond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 

There Ninus shone, who spread th’ Assyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Persian name : 96 

There 

Ver. 81. There great Alcides, Wc.] This figure of Hercules is 
drawn with an eye to the position of the famous statue of Farnese. 

Ver. 96. And the great founder of the Persian name:'] Cyrus 
was the beginning of the Persian, as Ninus was of the Assyrian 
monarchy. The Magi and Chaldseans (the chief of whom was 

Zoroaster) 
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There in long robes the royal Magi stand, 

Grave Zoroaster waves the circling wand, 

The sage Chaldaeans rob’d in white appear’d. 

And Brachmans, deep in desert woods rever’d. ioo 
These stop’d the moon, and call’d th’ unbody’d shades 
To midnight banquets in the glimm’ring glades ; 
Made visionary fabricks round them rise. 

And airy spectres skim before their eyes ; 

Of talismans and sigils knew the pow’r, 105 

And careful watch’d the. planetary hour. 

Superior, and alone, Confucius stood. 

Who taught that useful science, to be good. 

But on the south, a long majestic race 
Of Egypt’s priests the gilded niches grace, no 

Who 

Zoroaster) employed their studies upon magic and astrology, which 
was in a manner almo.-t all the learning of the ancient Asian peop'e. 
We have scarce any account of a moral philosopher except Confu- 
cius, the great law-giver of the Chinese, who lived about two 
thousand years ago. 

Ver. 107. Confucius stood,] Congfutzee, for that was his name, 
flourished about two thousand three hundred years ago, just before 
Pythagoras. He taught justice, obedience to parents, humility, 
and universal benevolence ; and he practised these virtues when he 
was a first minister, and when he was reduced to poverty and exile. 
His family still exists in China, and is highly honoured and re- 
spected. 

Ver. no. Egypt's priests, fcj’c.] The learning of the old Egyp- 
tian priests consisted for the most part in geometry and astronomy: 
they also preserved the history of their nation. The greatest hero 
upon record is Sesostris, whose actions and conquests may be seen 
at large in Diodorus, &c. He is said to have caused the kings he 
vanquished to draw him in his chariot. The posture of his statue, 
in these verses, is correspondent to the description which Herodotus 
gives of one of them remaining in his own time. 

K 3 
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Who measur’d earth, describ’d the starry spheres, 
And trac’d the long records of lunar years. 

High on his car Sesostm struck my view. 

Whom scepter’ d slaves in golden harness drew : 

His hands a bow and painted jav’lin hold ; i ly 

His giant limbs are arm’d in scales of gold. 

Between the statues obelisks were plac’d, 

And the learn’d walls with hieroglyphics grac’d. 

Of Gothic structure was the northern side, 1 1 9 
O’erwrought with ornaments of barb’rous pride : 
There huge Colosses rose, with, trophies crown’d. 
And Runic characters were grav’d around. 

There sat Zamolxis with erected eyes. 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 

There on rude iron columns, smear’d with blood, 

The horrid forms of Scythian heroes stood, 1 26 
Druids and bards (their once loud harps unstrung) 
And youths that dy’d to be by poets sung. 

These and a thousand more of doubtful fame. 

To whom old fables gave a lasting name, 130 

In 

Ver. 119. Of Gothic structure was the northern side,] The 
architecture is agreeable to that part of the world. The learning 
of the northern nations lay more obscure than that of the rest ; 
Zamolxis was the disciple of Pythagoras, who taught the immor- 
tality of the soul to the Scythians. Odin, or Woden, was the great 
legislator and hero of the Goths. 

Ver. 127. Druids and bards , Itfc.] These were the priests and 
poets of those people, so celebrated fur their savage virtue. Those 
heroic barbarians accounted it a dishonour to die in their beds, and 
rushed on to certain death in the prospect of an after-life, and for 
*he glory of a song from their bards in praise of their actions. 
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In ranks adorn’d the temple’s outward face ; 

The wall in lustre and effect like glass. 

Which o’er each object casting various dyes. 

Enlarges some, and others multiplies : 

Nor void of emblem was the mystic wall, 1 35 

For thus romantic Fame increases all. 

The temple shakes, the sounding gates unfold. 
Wide vaults appear, and rdofs of fretted gold : 

Rais’d on a thousand pilfers, wreath’d around 
With laurel-foliage, and with eagles crown’d : 146 

Of bright, transparent beryl were the walls. 

The freezes gold, and gold the capitals : 

As heav’n with stars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the passage of each spacious gate, 145 

The sage historians in white garments wait ; 

Grav’d o’er their seats the form of Time was found, 
His scythe revers’d, and both his pinions bound. 
Within stood heroes, who through loud alarms 
In bloody fields pursu’d renown in arms. 150 

High on a throne with trophies charg’d, I view’d 
The youth that all things but himself subdu’d ; 

His feet on sceptres and tiaras trod, 

And his horn’d head bely’d the Libyan god. 

There 

Ver. 152. The youth that all things hut himself subdu'd ;] Alex- 
ander the Great : the tiara was the crown peculiar to the A ian 
princes: his desire to be thought the son of Jupiter Ammon, caused 
him to wear the horns of that god, and to represent the same upon 
his coins; which was continued by several of his successors. 
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There Caesar, grac’d with both Minervas, shone ; 
Caesar, the world’s great master, and his own ; 156 

Unmov’d, superior still in ev’ry state. 

And scarce detested in his country’s fate. 

But chief were those, who not for empire fought, 

But with their toils their people’s safety bought : 
High o’er the rest Epaminondas stood; 161 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother’s blood ; 

Bold Scipio, saviour of the Roman state ; 

Great in his triumphs, in retirement great ; 164 

And wise Aurelius, in whose well-taught mind 
With boundless pow’r unbounded virtue join’d, 

His own strict judge, and patron of mankind. 

Much-suff’ring heroes next their honours claim. 
Those of less noisy, and less guilty fame, 

Fair Virtue’s silent train : supreme of these 1 70 
Here ever shines the god-like Socrates : 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expell, 

At all times just, but when he sign’d the shell : 

Here 

Ver. 164. Timoleon, glorious in bis brother's blood ;"] Timoleon 
had saved the life of his brother Timophanes in the battle between 
the Argives and Corinthians ; but afterwards killed him when he 
affected the tyranny, preferring his duty to his country to all the 
obligations of blood. 

Ver. 17a. He whom ungrateful Athens , Aristides, who 

for his great integrity was distinguished by the appellation of the 
Just. When his countrymen would have banished him by the 
ostracism, where it was the custom for every man to sign the name 
of the person he voted to exile in an oyster-shell ; a peasant, who 
could not write, carte to Aristides to do it for him, who readily 
signed his own name. 
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Here his abode the martyr’d Phocion claims, 

With Agis, not the last of Spartan names : 175 

Unconquer’d Cato shews the wound he tore, 

And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 

But in the centre of the hallow’d choir, 

Six pompous columns o’er the rest aspire ; 

Around the shrine itself of Fame they stand, 180 
Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 

High on the first, the mighty Homer shone ; 

Eternal adamant compos’d his throne ; 

Father of verse ! in holy fillets drest, 

His silver beard wav’d gently o’er his breast ; 185 

Tho’ blind, a boldness in his looks appears ; 

In years he seem’d, but not impair’d by years. 

The wars of Troy were round the pillar seen : 

Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen ; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus’ fall, 190 
Here dragg’d in triumph round the Trojan wall : 
Motion and life did ev’ry part inspire, 

Bold was the work, and prov’d the master’s fire ; 

A strong 

Ver. 174. Martyr d Phocioti] Who, when he was about to 
drink the hemlock, charged his son to forgive his enemies, and not 
to revenge his death on those Athenians who had decreed it. 

Ver. 178. But in the centre of the halloin' d choir, t5V.] In the 
midst of the temple, nearest the throne of Fame, are placed the 
greatest names in learning of all antiquity. These are described 
in such attitudes as express their different characters : the columns 
on which they aie raised are adorned with sculptures, taken from 
the most striking subjects of their works; which sculpture bears a 
resemblance, in its manner and character, to the manner and cha- 
racter of their writings. 
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A strong expression most he seem’d t’ affect, 

And here and there disclos’d a brave neglect. 195 

A golden column next in rank appear’d. 

On which a shrine of purest gold was rear’d ; 

Finish’d the whole, and labour’d ev’ry part, 

With patient touches of unweary’d art ; . - 

The Mantuan there in sober triumph sate, 200 

Compos’d his posture, and his looks sedate; 

On Homer still he fix’d a rev’rend eye, 

Great without pride, in modest majesty. 

In living sculpture on the sides were spread 

The Latian wars, and haughty Tumus dead; 205 

Eliza stretch’d upon the fun’ral pyre, 

ALneas bending with his aged sire : 

Troy flam’d in burning gold, and o’er the throne 
Arms and the man in golden ciphers shone. 

Four swans sustain a car of silver bright, 210 
With heads advanc’d, and pinions stretch’d for flight: 
Here, like some furious prophet, Pindar rode, 

And seem’d to labour with th’ inspiring God. 

Across the harp a careless hand he flings, 

And boldly sinks into the sounding strings. 215 
The figur’d games of Greece the column grace, 
Neptune and Jove survey the rapid race. 

The 

Ver. 2io. Four jivant sustain, tsV.] Pindar being seated in a 
chariot, alludes to the chariot-races he celebrated in the Grecian 
games. The swans are emblems of poetry, their soaring posture 
intimates the sublimity and activity ef his genius. Neptune pre- 
sided over the Isthmian, and Jupiter over the Olympian games. 
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The youths hang o’er the chariots as they run ; 

The fiery steeds seem starting from the stone ; 

The champions in distorted postures threat ; 220 

And all appear’d irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun’d th’ Ausonian lyre 
To sweeter sounds, and temper’d Pindar’s fire : 
Pleas’d with Alcaeus’ manly rage t’ infuse 
The softer spirit of the Sapphic muse. 225 

The polish’d pillar diff’rent sculptures grace ; 

A work outlasting monumental brass. 

Here smiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, 

The Julian star, and great Augustus here. 

The doves that round the infant poet spread 230 
Myrtles and bays, hung hov’ring o’er his head. 

Here in a shrine that cast a dazzling light, 

Sate fix’d in thought the mighty Stagirite ; 

His sacred head a radiant Zodiac crown’d, 

And various animals his sides surround ; 235 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look all nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully shone, 

The Roman rostra deck’d the Consul’s throne : 
Gath’ring his flowing robe, he seem’d to stand 240 
In act to speak, and graceful stretch’d his hand. 
Behind, Rome's genius waits with civic crowns, 

And the great father of his country owns. 

These massy columns in a circle ris&. 

O’er which a pompous dome invades the skies : 245 

Scarce 
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Scarce to the top I stretch’d my aking sight. 

So large it spread, and swell’ d to such a height. 

Full in the midst proud Fame’s imperial seat 
With jewels blaz’d, magnificently great ; 

The vivid em’ralds there revive the eye, 25c 

The flaming rubies shew their sanguine dye, 

Bright azure rays from lively sapphires stream, 

And lucid amber casts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour ’d light the pavement shone. 

And all on fire appear’d the glowing throne, 255 
The dome’s high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 

And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 

When on the Goddess first I cast my sight. 

Scarce seem’d her stature of a cubit’s height ; 

But swell’d to larger size the more I gaz’d, 260 
.•>Till to the roof her tow’ring front she rais’d. 

/Jwith her, the temple ev’ry moment grew, 

'V . 

v And ampler vistas open’d td my view : 

Upward the columns shoot, the roofs ascend, 

And arches widen, and long isles extend. 265 

Such was her form, as ancient bards have told. 

Wings raise her arms, and wings her feet infold ; 

A thousand busy tongues the Goddess bears. 

And thousand open eyes, and thousand list’ning ears. 
Beneath, in order rang’d, the tuneful Nine 27c 
(Her virgin handmaids) still attend the shrine : 

With eyes on Fame for ever fix’d, they sing ; 

For Fame they raise the voice, and tune the string ; 

With 
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With time’s first birth began the heav’nly lays. 

And last, eternal, through the length of days. 275 
Around these wonders as I cast a look, 

The trumpet sounded, and the temple shook, 

And all the nations, summon’d at the call, 

From different quarters fill the crouded hall : 

Of various tongues the mingled sounds were heard ; 
In various garbs promiscuous throngs appear’d: 281 
Thick as the bees, that with the spring renew 
Their flow’ry toils, and sip the fragrant dew, 

When the wing’d colonies first tempt the iky. 

O’er dusky fields and shaded waters fly, 285 

Or settling, seize the sweets the blossoms yield. 

And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of suppliant crouds the shrine attend. 

And all degrees before the Goddess bend ; 

The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the sage, 290 
And boasting youth, and narrative old age. 

Their pleas were diiPrent, their request the same : 
For good and bad alike are fond of fame. 

Some she disgrac’d, and some with honours crown’d; 
Unlike successes equal merits found. 295 

Thus her blind sister, fickle Fortune, reigns, 

And, undisceming, scatters crowns and chains. 

First at the shriue the learned world appear. 

And to the Goddess thus prefer their pray’r. 299 
Long have we sought t’instruct and please mankind, 
With studies pale, with midnight vigils blind ; 

VOL. 11. L 
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But thank’d by few, rewarded yet by none. 

We here appeal to thy superior throne : 

On wit and learning the just prize bestow, 

For fame is all we must expect below. 305 

The Goddess heard, and bade the Muses raise 
The golden trumpet of eternal praise : 

From pole to pole the winds diffuse the sound, 

That fills the circuit of the world around ; 

Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud ; 310 

The notes at first were rather sweet than loud : 

By ju3t degrees they ev’ry moment rise. 

Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the skies. 

At ev’ry breath were balmy odours shed, 

Which still grew sweeter as they wider spread ; 315 
Less fragrant scents th’ unfolding rose exhales, 

Or spices breathing in Arabian gales. 

Next these the good and just, an awful train. 

Thus on their knees address the sacred fane : 

Since living virtue is with envy curs’d, 320 

And the best men are treated like the worst, 

Do thou, just Goddess, call our merits forth, 

And give each deed th’ exaft intrinsic worth. 

Not with bare justice shall your act be crown’d, 
(Said Fame), but high above desert renown’d : 325 

Let fuller notes th’ applauding world amaze, 

And the loud clarion labour in your praise. 

This band dismiss’d, behold another croud 
Prefer’d the same request, and lowly bow’d j 

The 
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The constant tenour of whose well-spent days 330 
No less deserv’d a just return of praise. 

But straight the direful trump of slander sounds ; 

Through the big dome the doubling thunder bounds ; 

Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies, 

The dire report through ev’ry region flies, , 335 
In ev’ry ear incessant rumours rung, 

And gath’ring scandals grew on ev’ry tongue. 

From the black trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling smoke : 

The pois’nous vapour blots the purple skies, 340 
And withers all before it as it flies. 

A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 

And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 

For thee (they cry’d), amidst alarms and strife, 

We sail’d in tempests down the stream of life ; 345 

For thee whole nations fill’d with flames and blood, 

And swam to empire through the purple flood. 

Those ills we dar’d, thy inspiration own, 

What virtue seem’d, was done for thee alone. 

Ambitious fools ! (the Queen reply ’d, and frown’d) 

Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown’d ; 35 1 

There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone. 

Your statues moulder’d, and your names unknown ! 

A sudden cloud straight snatch’d them from my sight. 

And each majestic phantom sunk in night. 355 

Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen ; 

Plain was their dress, and modest was their mien. 

l 2 Great 

A 
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Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire to fame ! 

But safe in deserts from th’ applause of men, 360 
Would die unheard of, as we liv’d unseen, 

’Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 
Those acts of goodness, which themselves requite. 

O let us still the secret joy partake, 

To follow virtue ev’n for virtue’s sake. 365 

And live there men, who slight immortal fame ? 
Who then with incense shall adore our name ? 

But mortals ! know, ’tis still our greatest pride 
To blaze those virtues which the good would hide. 
Rise ! Muses, rise ! add all your tuneful breath, 
These must not sleep in darkness and in death. 371 
She said : in air the trembling music floats, 

And on the winds triumphant swell the notes : 

So soft, tho’ high, so loud, and yet so clear, 

Ev’n list’ning angels lean’d from heav’n to hear : 

To farthest shores th’ ambrosial spirit flies, 376 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 

Next these a youthful train their vows express’d, 
With feathers crown’d, with gay embroid’ry dress’d ; 
Hither, they cry’d, direct your eyes, and see 380 
The men of pleasure, dress, and gallantry ; 

Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays. 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days ; 

Courts we frequent, where tis our pleasing care 
To pay due visits, and address the fair : 385 

In 
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In fact, ’tis true, no nymph we could persuade, 

But still in fancy vanquish’d ev’ry maid ; 

Of unknown duchesses lewd tales we tell, 

Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 

The joy let others have, and we the name, 390 

And what we want in pleasure, grant in fame. 

The Queen assents, the trumpet rends thfe skies, 
And at each blast a lady’s honour dies. 

Pleas’d with the strange success, vast numbers prest 
Around the shrine, and made the same request : 395 

What ! you (she cry’d) unlearn’d in arts to please, 
Slaves to yourselves, and ev’n fatigu’d with ease, 
Who lose a length of undeserving days, 

Would you usurp the lover’s dear-bought praise ? 

To just contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 40* 
The people’s fable, and the scorn of all. 

Straight the black clarion sends a horrid sound. 

Loud laughs burst out, and bitter scoffs fly round, 
Whispers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

And scornful hisses run through all the croud. 405 
Last, those who boast of mighty mischiefs done, 
Enslave their country, or usurp a throne ; 

Or who their glory’s dire foundation laid 
On sov’reigns ruin’d, or on friends betray’d ; 

Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix. 

Of crooked counsels and dark politics ; 41 1 

Of these a gloomy tribe surround the throne. 

Arid beg to make th’ immortal treasons known. 

L 3 The 
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The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 

With sparks, that seem’d to set the world on fire. 

At the dread sound pale mortals stood aghast, 416 
And startled nature trembled with the blast. 

This having heard and seen, some pow’r unknown 
Straight chang’d the scene, and snatch’d me from the 
Before my view appear’d a structure fair, [throne. 
Its site uncertain, if in earth or air ; 42 i 

With rapid motion turn’d the mansion round ; 

With ceaseless noise the ringing walls resound ; 

Not less in number were the spacious doors, 

Than leaves on trees, or sands upon the shores ; 425 
Which still unfolded stand, by night, by day. 
Pervious to winds, and open ev’ry way. 

As flames by nature to the skies ascend, 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

As to the sea returning rivers roll, 430 

And the touch’d needle trembles to the pole ; 

Hither, as to their proper place, arise 

All various sounds from earth, and seas, and skies. 

Or spoke aloud, or whisper’d in the ear ; 

Nor ever silence, re.st, or peace is here. 

As on the smooth expanse of crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a circle makes ; 

The trembling surface by the motion stirr’d, 

Spreads in a second circle, then a third j 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance. 

Fill all the wat’ry plain, and to the margin dance : 

Thus 
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Thus ev’ry voice and sound, when first they break. 

On neighb’ring air a soft impression make ; 

Another ambient circle then they move j 

That, in its turn, impels the next above ; 445 . 

Through undulating air the sounds are sent, 

And spread o’er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and strife, 

Of peace and war, health, sickness, death, and life. 

Of loss and gain, of famine apd of store, 450 

Qf storms at sea, and travels on the shore, 

Of prodigies and portents seen in air, 

Of fires and plagues, and stars with blazing hair, 

Of turns of fortune, changes in the state, 

The fall of fav’rites, projects of the great,. 455 
Of old mismanagements, taxations new : 

All neither wholly false, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 

Confus’d, unnumber’d multitudes are found, 

Who pass, repass, advance, and glide away, 460 
Hosts rais’d by fear, and phantoms of a day : 
Astrologers, that future fates foreshew, 

Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 

And priests, and party-zealots, num’rous bands 
With home-born lies, or tales from foreign lands ; 
Each talk’d aloud, or in some secret place, 4 66 

And wild impatience star’d in ev’ry face. 

They flying rumours gather’d as they roll’d. 

Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told ; 

12 And 
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And all who told it added something new, 470 

And all who heard it, made enlargements too. 

In ev’ry ear it spread, on ev’ry tongue it grew. 

Thus flying east and west, and north and south. 

News travel? d with increase from mouth to mouth. 
So from a spark, that kindled first by chance, 475 
With gath’ring force the quick’ning flames advance j 
Till to the clouds their curling heads aspire. 

And tow’rs and temples sink in floods of fire. 

When thus ripe lies are to perfection sprung. 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 480 
Through thousand vents, impatient, forth they flow. 
And rush in millions on the world below. 

Fame sits aloft, and points theip out their course. 
Their date determines, and prescribes their force : 
Some to remain, and some to perish soon ; 485 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 

Around, a thousand winged wonders fly, 

Borne by the trumpet’s blast, and scatter’d through 
the sky. 

There, at one passage, oft you might survey, 

A lie and truth contending for the way ; 490 

And long ’twas doubtful, both so closely pent. 

Which first should issue through the narrow vent : 

At last agreed, together out they fly, 

Inseparable now, the truth and lie ; 

The strict companions are for ever join’d, 495 

And this or that unmix’d no mortal e’er shall find. 

While 
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While thus I stood, intent to see and hear, 

One came, methought, and whisper’d in my ear : 
What could thus high thy rash ambition raise ? 

Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praise ? 500 

’Tis true, said I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who so fond as youthful bards of fame ? 

But few, alas ! the casual blessing boast, 

So hard to gain, so easy to be lost. 

How vain that second life in others breath, 505 
Th’ estate which wits inherit after death ! 

Ease, health, and life, for this they must resign, 
(Unsure the tenure, but how vast the fine ! ) 

The great man’s curse, without the gains, endure, 

Be envy’d, wretched, and be flatter’d, poor ; 510’ 

All luckless wits their enemies profest. 

And all successful, jealous friends at best. 

Nor Fame I slight, nor for her favours call ; 

She comes unlook’d for, if she comes at all. 

But if the purchase cost so dear a price, 515 

As soothing folly, or exalting vice j 

Oh ! if the muse must flatter lawless sway. 

And follow still where fortune leads the way ; 

Or if no basis bear my rising name, 

But the fall’n ruins of another’s fame ; 520 

Then teach me, heav’n ! to scorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breast that wretched lust of praise ; 
Unblemish’d let me live, or die unknown ; 

Oh ! grant an honest fame, or grant me none ! 
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JANUARY AND MAY. 

’’P'HERE liv’d in Lombardy, as authors write, 

In days of old, a wise and worthy knight ; 

Of gentle manners, as of gen’rous race. 

Blest with much sense, more riches, and some grace. 
Yet led astray by Venus’ soft delights 5 

He scarce could rule some idle appetites : 

For long ago, let priests say what they cou’d. 

Weak sinful laymen were but flesh and blood. 

But in due time, when sixty years were o’er. 

He vow’d to lead this vitious life no more ; 10 

Whether pure holiness inspir’d his mind. 

Or dotage turn’d his brain, is hard to find ; 

But his high courage prick’d him forth to wed, 

And try the pleasures of a lawful bed. 

This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 15 

And to the heav’nly pow’rs his constant pray’r, 
Once, ere he dy’d, to taste the blissful life 
Of a kind husband and a loving wife. 

These thoughts he fortify’d with reasons still, 

(For none want reasons to confirm their will.) 20 

Grave 

January and May.J This translation was done at sixteen 
or seventeen years of aj»e. 
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Grave authors say, and witty poets sing, 

That honest wedlock is a glorious thing : 

But depth of judgment most in him appears, 

Who wisely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him chuse a damsel young and fair, 25 
To bless his age, and bring a worthy heir ; 

To sooth his cares, and free from noise and strife. 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

Let sinful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more : 30 

Unaw’d by precepts, human or divine, 

Like birds and beasts, promiscuously they join : 

Nor know to make the present blessing last. 

To hope the future, or esteem the past : 

But vainly boast the joys they never try’d, 35 

And find divulg’d the secrets they would liide. 

The marry’d man may bear his yoke with ease, 

Secure at once himself and heav’n to please ; 

And pass his inoffensive hours away, 

In bliss all night, and innocence all day; 40 

Tho’ fortune change, his constant spouse remains. 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what so pure, which envious tongues will spare ? 
Some wicked wits have libell’d all the fair. 

With matchless impudence they stile a wife 45 

The dear-bought curse, and lawful plague of life ; 

A bosom-serpent, a domestic evil, 

A night-invasion, and a mid-day devil. 

* Let 
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Let not the wise these sland’rous words regard, 

But curse the bones of ev’ry lying bard. 50 

All other goods by fortune’s hands are giv’n, 

A wife is the peculiar gift of heav’n. 

Vain fortune’s favours, never at a stay, 

Like empty shadows, pass, and glide away ; 

One solid comfort, our eternal wife, 55 

Abundantly supplies us all our life ■ 

This blessing lasts (if those who try say true) 

As long as heart can wish — and longer too. 

Our grandsire Adam, ere of Eve possess’d, 

Alone, and ev’n in Paradise unbless’ d, 60 

With mournful looks the blissful scenes survey’d, 
And wander’d in the solitary shade. 

The Maker saw, took pity, and bestow’d 
Woman, the last, the best reserv’d of God. 

A wife ! ah gentle deities, can he • 65 

That has a wife, e’er feel adversity ? • 

Would men but follow what the sex advise, 

All things would prosper, all the world grow wise. 
’Twas by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won 
His father’s blessing from an elder son ; 70 

Abusive Nabal ow’d his forfeit life 
To the wise conduct of a prudent wife : 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews show, 

Preserv’d the Jews, and slew th’ Assyrian foe : 

At Hester’s suit, the persecuting sword 75 

Was sheath’d, and Israel liv’d to bless the Lord. 

M 2 These 
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These weighty motives, January the sage 
Maturely ponder’d in his riper age ; 

And charm’d with virtuous joys, and sober life, 

Would try that Christian comfort, call’d a wife. So 
His friends were summon’d on a point so nice. 

To pass their judgment, and to give advice ; 

But fix’d before, and well resolv’d was he ; 

(As men that ask advice are wont to be. ) 84 

My friends, he cry’d, (and cast a mournful look 
Around the room, and sigh’d before he spoke : ) 
Beneath the weight of threescore years I bend. 

And, worn with cares, am hast’ning to my end ; 

How I have liv’d, alas ! you know too well. 

In worldly follies, which I blush to tell ; 90 

But gracious heav’n has ope’d my eyes at last, 

With due regret I view my vices past. 

And, as the precept of the church decrees, 

Will take a wife, and live in holy ease. 

But since by counsel all things should be done, 95 
And many heads are wiser still than one ; 

Chuse you for me, who best shall be content 
When my desire’s approv’d by your consent. 

One caution yet is needful to be told, 

To guide your choice; this wife must not be old : 100 
There goes a saying, and ’twas shrewdly said, 

Old fish at table, but young flesh in bed. 

My soul abhors the tasteless, dry embrace 
Of a stale virgin with a winter face : 

In 
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In that cold season Love but treats his guest 105 
With bean-straw, and tough forage at the best. 

No crafty widows shall approach my bed ; 

Those are too wise for batchelors to wed. 

As subtle clerks by many schools are made, 

Twice marry ’d dames are mistresses o’ th’ trade : 

But young and tender virgins, rul’d with ease, 1 1 1 
We form like wax, and mould them as we please. 

Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my sense amiss ; 

’Tis what concerns my soul’s eternal bliss ; 

Since if I found no pleasure in my spouse, 1 15 

As flesh is frail, and who (God help me) knows ? 
Then should I live in lewd adultery. 

And sink downright to Satan when I die. 

Or were I curs’d with an unfruitful bed, 

The righteous end were lost, for which I wed ; 120 

To raise up seed to bless the pow’rs above. 

And not for pleasure only, or for love. 

Think not I doat ; ’tis time to take a wife, 

When vig’rous blood forbids a chaster life 

Those that are blest with store of grace divine, 125 

May live like saints, by heav’n’s consent, and mine. 

And since I speak of wedlock, let me say, 

(As, thank my stars, in modest truth I may) 

My limbs are active, still I’m sound at heart. 

And a new vigour springs in ev’ry part. 130 

Think not my virtue lost, tho’ time has shed 
These rev ’rend honours on my hoary head : 

M 3 Thus 
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Thus trees are crown’d with blossoms white as snow. 
The vital sap then rising from below. 

Old as I am, my lusty limbs appear 
Like winter greens, that flourish all the year. 

Now, Sirs, you know to what I stand inclin’d. 

Let ev’ry friend with freedom speak his mind. 

He said ; the rest in different parts divide ; 

The knotty point was urg’d on either side : 

Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim’d. 
Some prais’d with wit, and some with reason blam’d. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 

Each wond’rous positive, and wond’rous wise, 

There fell between his brothers a debate, 145 

Placebo this was call’d, and Justin that. 

First to the knight Placebo thus begun, 

( Mild were his looks, and pleasing was his tone ) 

Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 

As plainly proves, experience dwells with years ! 

Yet you pursue sage Solomon’s advice, 151 

To work by counsel when affairs are nice : 

But, with the wise man’s leave, I must protest, 

So may my soul arrive at ease and rest, 

As still I hold your own advice the best. 155 

Sir, I have liv’d a courtier all my days, 

And study’d men, their manners, and their ways ; 
And have observ’d this useful maxim still, 

To let my betters always have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm’d that black was white, 1 60 
My word was this, “ Your honour’s in the right.” 

Th’ 
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Th’ assuming wit, who deems himself so wise, 

' As his mistaken patron to advise, 

Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous thought, 

A noble fool was never in a fault. 165 

This, Sir, affects not you, whose ev’ry word 
Is weigh’d with judgment, and befits a lord : 

Your will is mine ; and is (I will maintain) 

Pleasing to God, and should be so to man ; 

At least, your courage all the world must praise, 170 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 

Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 

And let grey fools be indolently good, 

Who, past all pleasure, damn the joys of sense, 

With rev’rend dulness and grave impotence. 175 
Justin, who silent sate, and heard the man, 

Thus, with a philosophic frown, began : 

A heathen author, of the first degree, 

( Who, tho’ not faith, had sense as well as we ) 

Bids us be certain our concerns to trust 1 80 

To those of gen’rous principles, and just. 

The venture’s greater, 1*11 presume to say, 

To give your person, than your goods away : 

And therefore, Sir, as you regard your rest, 

First learn your lady’s qualities at least : 1 85 

Whether she’s chaste or rampant, proud or civil ; 
Meek as a saint, or haughty as the devil ; 

Whether an easy, fond, familiar fool, 

Or such a wit as no man e’er can rule. 

’Tis 
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’Tis true, perfection none must hope to find 190 
In all this world, much less in woman-kind ; 

But if her virtues prove the larger share, 

Bless the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 

Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a friend, 

Who knows too well the state you thus commend ; 
And spite of all his praises must declare, 196 

All he can find is bondage, cost, and care. 

Heav’n knows, I shed full many a private tear. 

And sigh in silence, lest the world should hear : 

While all my friends applaud my blissful life, 200 
And swear no mortal’s happier in a wife ; 

Demure and chaste as any vestal nun. 

The meekest creature that beholds the sun ! 

But, by th’ immortal powers, I feel the pain. 

And he that smarts has reason to complain. 205 
Do what you list, for me ; you must be sage, 

And cautious sure ; for wisdom is in age : 

But at these years to venture on the fair ! 

By Him, who made the ocean, earth, and air. 

To please a wife, when her occasions call, 210 

Would busy the mostvig’rous of us all. 

And trust me. Sir, the chastest you can chuse 
Will ask observance, and exact her dues. 

If what I speak my noble lord offend. 

My tedious sermon here is at an end. , 215 

’Tis well, ’tis wondrous well, the knight replies, 
Most worthy kinsman, faith you’re mighty wise ! 

We, 
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We, Sirs, are fools ; and must resign the cause 
To heath’nish authors, proverbs, and old saws. 

He spoke with scorn, and turn’d another way : — 
What does my friend, my dear Placebo say ? 22 T 

I say, quoth he, by heav’n the man’s to blame. 

To slander wives, and wedlock’s holy name. 

At this the council rose, without delay ; 

Each, in his own opinion, went his way ; 225 

With full consent, that, all disputes appeas’d. 

The knight should marry, when and where he pleas’d. 

Who now but January exults with joy ? 

The charms of wedlock all his soul employ : 

Each nymph by turns his wav’ring mind possest, 230 
And reign’d the shortJiv’d tyrant of his breast ; 
Whilst fancy pictur’d ev’ry lively part, 

And each bright image wander’d o’er his heart. 

Thus, in some public forum fix’d on high, 

A mirrour shows the figures moving by ; 233 

Still one by one, in swift succession, pass, 

The gliding shadows o’er the polish’d glass. 

This lady’s charms the nicest could not blame, 

But vile suspicions had aspers’d her fame ; 

That was with sense, but not with virtue, blest : 240 

And one had grace, that wanted all the rest. 

Thus doubting long what nymph he should obey, 

He fix’d at last upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, love is always blind, 

But ev’ry charm revolv’d within his mind : 245 

Her 
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Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 

Her easy motion, her attractive air, 

Her sweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 

Her moving softness, and majestic grace. 

Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 250 
And thought no mortal could dispute his choice : 
Once more in haste he summon’d ev’ry friend. 

And told them all, their pains were at an end. 

Heav’n, that (said he) inspir’d me first to wed, 
Provides a consort worthy of my bed : 255 

Let none oppose th’ election, since on this 
Depends my quiet, and my future bliss. 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes. 

Young, beauteous, artless, innocent, and wise ; 

Chaste, tho’ not rich ; and tho’ not nobly born, 

Of honest parents, and may serve my turn. 261 

Her will I wed, if gracious heav’n so please ; 

To pass my age in sanctity and ease ; 

And thank the pow’rs, I may possess alone 

The lovely prize, and share my bliss with none ! 265 

If you, my friends, this virgin can procure. 

My joys are full, my happiness is sure. 

One only doubt remains : Full oft, I’ve heard, 

By casuists grave, and deep divines averr’d ; 

That ’tis too much for human race to know 270 
The bliss of heav’n above, and earth below. 

Now should the nuptial pleasures prove so great, 

To match the blessings of the future state, 

Those 
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Those endless joys were ill exchang’d for these ; 
-Then clear this doubt, and set my mind at ease. 275 
This. Justin heard, nor could his spleen controul, 
Touch’d to the quick, and tickled at the soul. 

Sir Knight, he cry’d, if this be all you dread, 

Heav’n put it past your doubt, whene’er you wed ; 
And to my fervent pray’rs so far consent, 280 

That ere the rites are o’er, you may repent ! 

Good heav’n, no doubt, the nuptial state approves. 
Since it chastises still what best it loves. 



Then be not, Sir, abandon’d to despair ; 

Seek, and perhaps you’ll find among the fair, 285 
One, that may do your business to a hair ; 

Not ev’n in wish, your happiness delay. 

But prove the scourge to lash you on your way : 
Then to the skies your mounting soul shall go, 

Swift as an arrow soaring from the bow ! . 290 

Provided still, you moderate your joy. 

Nor in your pleasures all your might employ, 

Let reason’s rule your strong desires abate, 

Nor please too lavishly your gentle mate. 

Old wives there are, of judgment most acute, 295 
Who solve these questions beyond all dispute } 
Consult with those, and be of better cheer ; 

Marry, do penance, and dismiss your fear. 

So said, they rose, nor more the work delay’d ; 



The match was offer’d, the proposals made. 
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The parents, you may think, would soon comply ; 
The old have int’rest ever in their eye. 



Nor 
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Nor was it hard to move the lady’s mind ; 

When fortune favours, still the Fair are kind. 

I pass each previous settlement and deed, . 305 

Too long for me to write, or you to read ; 

Nor will with quaint impertinence display 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 

The time approach’d, to church the parties went, 

At once with carnal and devout intent : 31& 

Forth came the priest, and bade th’ obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life : 

Then pray’d the pow’rs the fruitful bed to bless, 

And made all sure enough with holiness. 

And now the palace-gates are open’d wide, 315 
The guests appear in order, side by side, 

And plac’d in state, the bridegroom and the bride. 
The breathing flute’s soft notes are heard around, 
And the shrill trumpets mix their silver sound ; 

The vaulted roofs with echoing music ring, 320 
These touch the vocal stops, and those the trembling 
Not thus Amphion tun’d the warbling lyre, [string. 
Nor Joab the sounding clarion could inspire. 

Nor fierce Theodomas, whose sprightly strain 
Could swell the soul to rage, and fire the martial train. 

Bacchus himself, the nuptial feast to grace, 326 
( So poets sing) was present on the place : 

And lovely Venus, goddess of delight, 

Shook high her flaming torch in open sight, 

And danc’d around, and smil’d on ev’ry knight t 

Pleas’d 
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Pleas’d her best servant would his courage try, 331 
No less in wedlock, than in liberty. 

Full many an age old Hymen had not spy’d 
So kind a bridegroom, or so bright a bride. 

Ye bards ! renown’d among the tuneful throng 335 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial song ; 

Think not your softest numbers can display 
The matchless glories of this blissful day ; 

The joys are such, as far transcend your rage, 

When tender youth has wedded stooping age. 340 
The beauteous dame sate smiling at the board, 

And darted am’rous glances at her lord. 

Not Hester’s self, whose charms the Hebrews sing, 
E’er look’d so lovely on her Persian King : 

Bright as the rising sun, in summer’s day, 345 

And fresh and blooming as the month of May ! 

The joyful knight survey’d her by his side, 

Nor envy’d Paris with the Spartan bride ; 

Still as his mind revolv’d with vast delight 
Th’ entrancing raptures of th’ approaching night, 
Restless he sate, invoking ev’ry pow’r 351 

To speed his bliss, and haste the happy hour. 
Meantime the vig’rous dancers beat the ground. 

And songs were sung, and flowing bowls went round. 
With od’rous spices they perfum’d the place, 3 55 
And mirth and pleasure shone in ev’ry face. 

Damian alone, of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midst of triumphs, sigh’d for pain ; 

vox,. 11, N Damian 
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Damian alone, the knight’s obsequious squire. 
Consum’d at heart, and fed a secret fire. 360 

His lovely mistress all his soul possest, 

He look’d, he languish’d, and could take no rest : 

His task perform’d, he sadly went his way, 

Fell on his bed, and loath’d the light of day. 

There let him lie ; till his relenting dame 365 

Weep in her turn, and waste in equal flame. 

The weary sun, as learned poets write, 

Forsook th’ horizon, and roll’d down the light ; 
While glitt’ring stars his absent beams supply. 

And night’s dark mantle overspread the sky. 370 
Then rose the guests ; and as the time requir’d, 

Each paid his thanks, and decently retir’d. 

The foe once gone, our knight prepar’d t’ undress, 
So keen he was, and eager to possess : 

But first thought fit th’ assistance to receive, 375 
Which grave physicians scruple not to give ; 

Satyrion near, with hot eringos stood, 

Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood, 

Whose use old bards describe jn luscious rhymes, 

And critics learn’d explain to modern times. 380 

By this the sheets were spread, the bride undress’d, 
The room was sprinkled, and the bed was bless’ d. 
What next ensu’d beseems not me to say ; 

’Tis sung, he labour’d till the dawning day. 

Then briskly sprung from bed, with heart so light, 
As all were nothing he had done by night ; 386 

And sipp’d his cordial as he sat upright. 

12 He 
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He kiss’d his balmy spouse with wanton play, 

And feebly sung a lusty roundelay : 

Then on the couch his weary limbs he cast ; 390 

For ev’ry labour must have rest at last. 

But anxious cares the pensive squire oppress’d, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forsook his breast ; 

The raging flames that in his bosom dwell, 

He wanted art to hide, and means to tell. 395 

Yet hoping time th’ occasion might betray. 

Compos’d a sonnet to the lovely May ; 

Which writ and folded with the nicest art, 

He wrapp’d in silk, and laid upon his heart. 399 
When now the fourth revolving day was run, 
(’Twas June, and Cancer had receiv’d the sun) 

Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride. 
The good old knight mov’d slowly by her side. 

High mass was sung ; they feasted in the hall ; 

The servants round stood ready at their call. 405 
The squire alone was absent from the board, 

And much his sickness griev’d his worthy lord, 

Who pray’d Iris spouse, attended with her train, 

To visit Damian, and divert his pain. 

Th’ obliging dames obey’d with one consent ; 410 

They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 

The female tribe surround him as he lay, 

And close beside him sat the gentle May : 

Where, as she try’d his pulse, he softly drew 
A heaving sigh, and cast a mournful view ! 415 

N 2 Then 
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Then gave his bill, and brib’d the pow’rs divine. 

With secret vows to favour his design. 

Who studies now but discontented May ? 

On her soft couch uneasily she lay : 

The lumpish husband snor’d away the night, 420 
Till coughs awak’d him near the morning light. 

What then he did, I’ll not presume to tell. 

Nor if she thought herself in heav’n or hell : 

Honest and dull in nuptial bed they lay. 

Till the bell toll’d, and all arose to pray. 425 

Were it by forceful destiny decreed, 

Or did from chance, or nature’s pow’r proceed ; 

Or that some star, with aspect kind to love. 

Shed its selectest influence from above j 

Whatever was the cause, the tender dame 430 

Felt the first motions of an infant flame ; 

Receiv’d th’ impressions of the love-sick squire. 

And wasted in the soft infectious fire. 

Ye fair, draw near, let May’s example move 

Your gentle minds to pity those who love ! 435 

Had some fierce tyrant in her stead been found. 

The poor adorer sure had hang’d, or drown’d : 

But she, your sex’s mirrour, free from pride. 

Was much too weak to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale : Some sages have defin’d 440 
Pleasure the sov’reign bliss of human-kind : 

Our knight (who study’d much, we may suppose) 
Deriv’d his high philosophy from those ; 

For, 
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For, like a prince, he bore the vast expence 
Of lavish pomp, and proud magnificence : 445 

His house was stately, his retinue gay, 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His spacious garden made to yield to none, 

Was compass’d round with walls of solid stone ; 
Priapus could not half describe the grace 450 

(Tho’ god of gardens) of this charming place : 

A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long descriptions, and exceed romance : 

Enough to shame the gentlest bard that sings 
Of painted meadows, and of purling springs. 455 

Full in the centre of the flow’ry ground, 

A crystal fountain spread its streams around, 

The fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown’d : 
About this spring (if ancient fame say true) 

The dapper elves their moon-light sports pursue : 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 46 1 

In circling dances gambol’d on the green, 

While tuneful sprites a merry concert made, 

And airy music warbled through the shade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 465 
(His scene of pleasure, and peculiar care) 

For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The silver key that lock’d the garden door. 

To this sweet place in summer’s sultry heat, 

He us’d from noise and bus’ness to retreat ; 470 

And here in dalliance spend the live-long day, 

Solus cum sola , with his sprightly May. 

. N 3 For 
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For whate’er work was undischarg’d a-bed, 

The duteous knight in this fair garden sped. 

But ah ! what mortal lives of bliss secure, 47 j 
How short a space our worldly joys endure ? 

O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach’rous kind. 

But faithless still, and wav’ring as the wind ! 

O painted monster, form’d mankind to cheat. 

With pleasing poison, and with soft deceit ! 480 

This rich, this am’rous, venerable knight. 

Amidst his ease, his solace, and delight, 

Struck blind by thee, resigns his days to grief. 

And calls on death, the wretch’s last relief. 

The rage of jealousy then seiz’d his mind, 485 
For much he fear’d the faith of woman-kind. 

His wife not suffer’d from his side to stray, 

Was captive kept, he watch’d her night and day. 
Abridg’d her pleasures, and confin’d her sway. 

Full oft in tears did hapless May complain, 490 
And sigh’d full oft ; but sigh’d and wept in vain ; 
She look’d on Damian with a lover’s eye ; 

For oh, ’twas fixt ; she must possess or die 1 
Nor less impatience vex’d her am’rous squire. 

Wild with delay, and burning with desire. 495 

Watch’d as she was, yet could he not refrain 
By secret writing to disclose his pain ; 

The dame by signs reveal’d her kind intent, 

Till both were conscious what each other meant. 

Ah, gentle knight, what would thy eyes avail, 

Tho’ they could see as far as ships can sail i 50 ( 

- ’Tis 
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*Tis better, sure, when blind, deceiv’d to be. 

Than be deluded when a man can see ! 

Argus himself, so cautious and so wise. 

Was over-watch’ d, for all his hundred eyes ; 505 

So many an honest husband may, ’tis known, 

Who, wisely, never thinks the case his own. 

The dame at last, by diligence and care, 

Procur’d the key her knight was wont to bear ; 

She took the wards in wax, before the fire, 510 
And gave th’ impression to the trusty squire. 

By means of this, some wonder shall appear, 

Which, in due place an <t season, you may hear. 

Well sung sweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 

What slight is that, which love will not explore ? 
And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly show 516 

The feats true lovers, when they list, can do : 

Tho’ watch’d and captive, yet in spite of all, 

They found the art of kissing through a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to stray ; 520 

It hap’d that once upon a summer’s day, 

Our rev’rend knight was urg’d to am’rous play : 

He rais’d his spouse ere matin-bell was rung, 

And thus his morning canticle he sung. 

Awake, my love, disclose thy radiant eyes ; 525 

Arise, my wife, my beauteous lady, rise ! 

Hear how the doves with pensive notes complain, 
And in soft murmurs tell the trees their pain : 

The winter’s past ; the clouds and tempests fly ; 

The sun adorns the fields, and brightens all the sky. 

Fair 
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Fair without spot, whose ev’ry charming part 53 1 
My bosom wounds, and captivates my heart ; 

Come, and in mutual pleasures let’s engage, 

Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian straight a sign she made. 

To haste before ; the gentle squire obey’d : 53 6 

Secret and undescry’d he took his way. 

And ambush’d close behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere January came, 

And hand in hand with him his lovely dame ; 540 

Blind as he was, not doubting all was sure, 

He turn’d the key, and made the gate secure. 

Here let us walk, he said, observ’d by none, 
Conscious of pleasures to the world unknown : • 

So may my soul have joy, as thou my wife 545 

Art far the dearest solace of my life ; 

And rather would I chuse, by Heav’n above, 

To die this instant than to lose thy love. 

Reflect what truth was in my passion shewn. 

When, unendow’d, I took thee for my own, 550 
And sought no treasure but thy heart alone. • 

Old as I am, and now depriv’d of sight. 

Whilst thou art faithful to thy own true knight, 

Nor age, nor blindness, rob me of delight. 

Each other loss with patience I can bear, 555 

The loss of thee is what I .only fear. 

Consider then, my lady and my wife, 

The solid comforts of a virtuous life. 

As 
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As first, the love of Christ himself you gain ; 

Next, your own honour undefil’d maintain ; 560 

And lastly, that which sure your mind must move. 

My whole estate shall gratify your love : 

Make your own terms, and ere to-morrow’s sun 
Displays his light, by Heav’n it shall be done. 

I seal the contract with a holy kiss, 565 

And will perform, by this — my dear, and this— - 
Have comfort, spouse, nor think thy lord unkind ; 
’Tis love, not jealousy, that fires my mind. 

For when thy charms my sober thoughts engage. 

And join’d to them my own unequal age, 570 

From thy dear side I have no pow’r to part, 

Such secret transports warm my melting heart. 

For who that once possess’d those heav’nly charms. 
Could live one moment absent from thy arms ? 574 

He ceas’d ; and May with modest, grace reply’d ; 
(Weak was her voice, as while she spoke she cry’d ;) 
Heav’n knows (with that a tender sigh she drew) 

I have a soul to save as well as you ; 

And, what no less you to my charge commend, 

My dearest honour, will to death defend. 580 

To you in holy church I gave my hand, 

And join’d my heart in wedlock’s sacred band : 

Yet, after this, if you distrust my care, 

Then hear, my lord, and witness what I swear : 

First may the yawning earth her bosom rend, 

And let me hence to hell alive descend ! 586 

Or 
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Or die the death I dread no less than hell. 

Sew’d in a sack, and plung’d into a well : 

Ere I jny fame by one lewd act disgrace. 

Or once renounce the honour of my race. 590 

For know, Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came, 

I loathe a whore, and startle at the name. 

But jealous men on their own crimes reflect. 

And learn from thence their ladies to suspect : 

Else why these needless cautions, Sir, to me ? 595 

These doubts and fears of female constancy ! 

This chime still rings in ev’ry lady’s ear, 

The only strain a wife must hope to hear. 

Thus while she spoke a sidelong glance she cast, 
Where Damian kneeling, worshipp’d as she past : 

She saw him watch the motions of her eye, 601 
And singled out a pear-tree planted nigh : 

’Twas charg’d with fruit that made a goodly show, 
And hung with dangling pears was ev’ry bough. 
Thither th* obsequious squire address’d his pace, 

And climbing, in the summit took his place ; 60S 

The knight and lady walk’d beneath in view. 

Where let us leave them, and our tale pursue. 

’Twas now the season when the glorious sun 
His heav’nly progress through the Twins had run ; 
And Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 61 1 
To glad the glebe, and paint the flow’ry fields : 

Clear was the day, and Phoebus rising bright, 

Had streak’d the azure firmament with light ; 

He 
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He pierc’d the glitt’ring clouds with golden streams, 
And warm’d the womb of earth with genial beams. 

It so befel, in that fair morning tide, 

The fairies sported on the garden side. 

And in the midst their monarch and his bride. 

So featly tripp’d the light-foot ladies round, 620 
The knights so nimbly o’er the green-sward bound, 
That scarce they bent the flow’rs, or touch’d the 
The dances ended, all the fairy train [ground. 

For pinks and daisies search’d the flow’ry plain ; 

While on a bank reclin’d of rising green, 625 

Thus, with a frown, the King bespoke his Queen : 

’Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 

The treachery you women use to man : 

A thousand authors have this truth made out, 

And sad experience leaves no room for doubt. 630 
Heav’n rest thy spirit, noble Solomon, 

A wiser monarch never saw the sun : 

All wealth, all honours, the supreme degree 
Of earthly bliss, was well bestow’d on thee ! 

For sagely hast thou said : Of all mankind, 635 
One only just, and righteous, hope to find : 

But should’st thou search the spacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 

Thus says the King who knew your wickedness, 

The son of Sirach testifies no less. 

So may some wildfire on your bodies fall, 640 

Or some devouring plague consume you all ; 

As . 
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As well you view the leacher in the tree, 

And well this honourable knight you see : 

But since he’s blind and old (a helpless case) 

His squire shall cuckold him before your face. 

Now by my own dread majesty I swear, 

And by this awful sceptre which I bear, 

No impious wretch shall ’scape unpunish’d long. 
That in my presence offers such a wrong. 

I will this instant undeceive the knight, 

And, in the very aCt, restore his sight : 

And set the strumpet here in open view, 

A warning to these ladies, and to you, 

And all the faithless sex, for ever to be true. 

And will you so, reply’d the Queen, indeed ? 
Now, by my mother’s soul, it is decreed, 

She shall not want an answer at her need. 

For her, and for her daughters, I’ll engage. 

And all the sex in each succeeding age ; 

Art shall be theirs to varnish an offence, 

And fortify their crimes with confidence. 

Nay, were they taken in a strict embrace. 

Seen with both eyes, and pinion’d on the place ; 
All they shall need is to protest and swear. 
Breathe a soft sigh, and drop a tender tear ; 

Till their wise husbands, gull’d by arts like these 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geese. 

What tho’ this sland’rous Jew, this Solomon, 
Call’d women fools, and knew full many a one ; 
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The wiser wits of later times declare, 670 

How constant, chaste, and virtuous women are : 
Witness the martyrs, who resign’d their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcern’d in death ; 

And witness next what Roman authors tell, 

How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 675 

But since the sacred leaves to all are free, 

And men interpret texts, why should not we ? 

By this no more was meant, than to have shown 
That sov’reign goodness dwells in him alone 
Who only Is, and is but only One. 680 

But grant the worst ; shall women then be weigh’d 
By ev’ry word that Solomon has said ? 

What tho’ this King (as ancient story boasts) 

Built a fair temple to the Lord of Hosts ; 

He ceas’d at last his Maker to adore, 685 

And did as much for idol gods, or more. 

Beware what lavish praises you confer 
On a rank letcher and idolater ; 

Whose reign indulgent God, says holy writ. 

Did but for David’s righteous sake permit ; 699 

David, the monarch after heav’n’s own mind. 

Who lov’d our sex, and honour’d all our kind. 

Well, I’m a woman, and as such must speak ; 
Silence would swell me, and my heart would break. 
Know then, I scorn your dull authorities, 695 

Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 

By heav’n, those authors are our sex’s foes. 

Whom, in our right, I must and will oppose. 

VOL. II. o Nay 



Digitized by Google 




JANUARY AND MAY. 



138 

Nay (quoth the King), dear madam, be not wroth : 
I yield it up ; but since I gave my oath 700 

That this much-injur’d knight again should see 5 
It must be done — I am a King, said he, 

And one, whose faith has ever sacred been — 

And so has mine (she said) — I am a Queen : 

Her answer she shall have, I undertake ; 705 

And thus an end of all dispute I make. 

Try when you list ; and you shall find, my lord, 

It is not in our sex to break our word. 

We leave them here in this heroic strain, 

And to the knight our story turns again, 710 

Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 

Sung merrier than the cuckoo or the jay : 

This was his song : “ Oh ! kind and constant be, 

“ Constant and kind I’ll ever proye to thee.” 

Thus singing as he went, at last he drew, 715 
By easy steps, to where the pear-tree grew : 

The longing dame look’d up, and spy’d her love. 

Full fairly perch’d among the boughs above. 

She stopp’d, and sighing : Oh good Gods, she cry’d, 
What pangs, what sudden shoots distend my side ! 

O for that tempting, fruit, so fresh, so green ; 721 

Help, for the love of heav’n’s immortal Queen ; 

Help, dearest lord, and save at once the life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife ! 

Sore sigh’d the knight to hear his lady’s Cry, 725 
But could not climb, and had no servant nigh : 

Old 
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Old as he was, and void of eye-sight too, 

What could, alas ! a helpless husband do ? 

And must I languish then, she said, and die, 

Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye ? 730 

At least, kind Sir, for charity’s sweet sake, 
Vouchsafe the trunk between your arms to take ; 
Then from your back I might ascend the tree ; 

Do you but stoop, and leave the rest to me. 

With all my soul, he thus reply’d again, 735 
I’d spend my dearest blood to ease thy pain. 

With that, his back against the trunk he bent, 

She seiz’d a twig, and up the tree she went. 

Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all ! 

Nor let on me your heavy anger fall : 740 

’Tis truth I tell, tho’ not in phrase refin’d ; 

Tho’ blunt my tale, yet honest is my mind. 

What feats the lady in the tree might do, 

I pass, as gambols never known to you ; 

But sure it was a merrier fit, she swore, 745 

Than in her life she ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, lo ! the wond’ring knight 
Look’d out, and stood restor’d to sudden sight. 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one whose thoughts were on his spouse intent 
But when he saw his bosom-wife so dress’d, 75 1 
His rage was such as cannot be express’d : 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die. 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted sky : 754 



Digitized by Google 




140 



JANUARY AND MAY. 



He cry’d, he roar’d, he storm’d, he tore his hair; 
Death ! hell ! and furies ! what dost thou do there ? 

What ails my lord ? the trembling dame reply’d ; 

I thought your patience had been better try’d ; 

Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur’d the blind ? 760 

Why was I taught to make my husband see, 

By struggling with a man upon a tree ? 

Did I for this the pow’r of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whose crime was too much love ! 

If this be struggling, by this holy light, 7 65 

’Tis struggling with a vengeance (quoth the knight) ; 
So heav’n preserve the sight it has restor’d, 

As with these eyes I plainly saw thee whor’d ; 
Whor’d by my slave-— perfidious wretch ! may hell 
As surely seize thee, as I saw too well. 770 

Guard me, good angels ! cry’d the gentle May, 
Pray heav’n, this magic work the proper way ! 

Alas, my love ! ’tis certain, could you see. 

You ne’er had us’d those killing words to me : 

So help me, fates, as ’tis no perfect sight, 775 

But some faint glimm’ring of a doubtful light. 

What I have said (quoth he) I must maintain, 

For by th’ immortal pow’rs it seem'd too plain— 

By all those pow’rs, some frenzy seiz’d your mind, 
( Reply’d the dame) are these the thanks I find ? 
Wretch that I am, that e’er I was so kind ! 781 

She said ; a rising sigh express’d her woe. 

The ready tears apace began to flow, 

And 
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And as they fell she wip’d from either eye 784 
The drops (for women, when they list, can cry). 

The knight was touch’d ; and in his looks appear’d 
Signs of remorse, while thus his spouse he chear’d : 
Madam, ’tis past, and my short anger o’er ! 

Come down, and vex your tender heart no more ; . 
Excuse me, dear, if aught amiss was said, 790 

For, on my soul, amends shall soon be made : 

Let my repentance your forgiveness draw, 

By heav’n, I swore but what I thought I saw. 

Ah, my lov’d lord 1 ’twas much unkind (she cry’d) 
On bare suspicion thus to treat your bride. 795 
But till your sight’s establish’d, for a while, 
Imperfect objects may your 6ense beguile. 

Thus when from sleep we first our eyes display, 

The balls are wounded with the piercing ray. 

And dusky vapours rise, and intercept the day : 800 
So just recov’ring from the shades of night, 

Your swimming eyes are drunk with sudden light, 
Strange phantoms dance around, and skim before 
your sight. 

Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too rashly deem, 

Heav’n knows how seldom things are what they seem ! 
Consult your reason, and you soon shall find 806 
’Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind: 

Jove ne’er spoke oracle more true than this, 

None judge so wrong as those who think amiss. 

With that she leap’d into her lord’s embrace 810 
With well-dissembled virtue in her face. 

03 He 
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He hugg’d her close, and kiss’d her o’er and o’ef, 
Disturb’d with doubts and jealousies no more : 

Both, pleas’d and bless’d, renew’d their mutual vows, 
A fruitful wife and a believing spouse. 815 

Thus ends our tale, whose moral next to make. 

Let all wise husbands hence example take ; 

And pray, to crown the pleasures of their lives. 

To be so well deluded by their wives. 
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THE WIFE OF BATH. 

FROM CHAUCER. 

' * 

J3EHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, 

And hear with rev’rence an experienc’d wife ! 

To dear-bought wisdom give the credit due, 

And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 

In all these trials I have borne a part, 5 

I was myself the scourge that caus’d the smart ; 

For, since fifteen, in triumph have I led 
Five captive husbands from the church to bed. 

Christ saw a wedding once, the scripture says. 

And saw but one, ’tis thought, in all his days ; 10 

Whence some infer, whose conscience is too nice, 

No pious Christian ought to marry twice. 

But let them read, and solve me, if they can, 

The words address’d to the Samaritan : 

Five times in lawful wedlock she was join’d ; 15 

And sure the certain stint was ne’er defin’d. 

“ Encrease and multiply,” was heav’ns command, 
And that’s a text I clearly understand. 

This too, “ Let men their sires and mothers leave, 

“ And to their dearer wives for ever cleave.” 20 

More 
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More wives than one by Solomon were try’d. 

Or else the wisest of mankind’s bely’d. 

I’ve had myself full many a merry fit ; 

And trust in heav’n I may have many yet. 

For when my transitory spouse, unkind, 25 

Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 

I’ll take the next good Christian I can find. 

Paul, knowing one could never serve our turn. 
Declar’d ’twas better far to wed than burn. 

There’s danger in assembling fire and tow ; 30 

I grant ’em that, and what it means you know. 

The same apostle too has elsewhere own’d. 

No precept for virginity he found : 

’Tis but a counsel — and we women still 
Take which we like, the counsel, or our will. 35 
I envy not their bliss, if he or she 
Think fit to live in perfect chastity ; 

Pure let them be, and free from taint or vice ; 

I, for a few slight spots, am not so nice. 

Heav’n calls us difPrent ways, on these bestows 40 
One proper gift, another grants to those : 

Not every man’s obliged to sell his store, 

And give up all his substance to the poor ; 

Such as are perfect, may, I can’t deny ; 

But, by your leaves, divines, so am not I. 45 

Full many a saint, since first the world began. 
Liv’d an unspotted maid, in spite of man : 

Let such (a God’s name) with fine wheat be fed. 
And let us honest wives eat barley -bread. 

For 
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For me, I’ll keep the post assign’ by heav’n, 50 
And use the copious talent it has giv’n : 

Let my good spouse pay tribute, do me right. 

And keep an equal reck’ning ev’ry night : 

His proper body is not his, but mine ; 

For so said Paul, and Paul’s a sound divine. 55 
Know then, of those five husbands I have had, 
Three were just tolerable, two were bad. 

The three Were old, but rich and fond beside. 

And toil’d most piteously to please their bride : 

But since their wealth (the best they had) was mine. 
The rest, without much loss, I could resign. tfi 
Sure to be lov’d, I took no pains to please. 

Yet had more pleasure far than they had ease. 

Presents flow’d in apace ; 'with show’rs of gold 
They made their court, like Jupiter of old. 65 

If I but smil’d, a sudden youth they found. 

And a new palsy seiz’d them when I frown’d. 

Ye sov’reign wives i give ear, and understand. 
Thus shall ye speak, and exercise command. 

For never- was it giv’n to mortal man, 70 

To lie so boldly as we women can : 

Forswear the fact, tho’ seen with both his eyes, 

And call your maids to witness how he lies. 

Hark, old Sir Paul ! (’twas thus I us’d to say) 
Whence is our neighbour’s wife so rich and gay ? 75 
Treated, caress’d, where’er she’s pleas’d to roam — 

I sit in tatters, and immur’d at home. 

Why 
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Why to her house dost thou so oft repair \ 

Art thou so am’rous ? and is she so fair ? 

If I but see a cousin or a friend, 80 

Lord ! how you swell, and rage like any fiend ! 

But you reel home, a drunken beastly bear. 

Then preach till midnight in your easy chair j 
Cry, wives are false, and ev’ry woman evil, 

And give up all that’s female to the devil. 85 

If poor (you say) she drains her husband’s purse ; 
If rich, she keeps her priest, or something worse ; 

If highly born, intolerably vain. 

Vapours and pride by turns possess her brain. 

Now gayly mad, now sourly splenetic, 9c 

Freakish when well, and fretful when she’s sick. 

If fair, then chaste she cannot long abide, 

By pressing youth attack’d on ev’ry side : 

If foul, her wealth the lusty lover lures, 

Or else her wit some fool-gallant procures, 95 

Or else she dances with becoming grace, 

Or shape excuses the defects of face. 

There swims no goose so grey, but soon or late. 

She finds some honest gander for her mate. 

Horses (thou say’st) and asses men may try, 100 
And ring suspected vessels ere they buy : 

But wives, a random choice, untry’d they take. 

They dream in courtship, but in wedlock wake ; 
Then, not till then, the veil’s remov’d away. 

And all the woman glares in open day. 105 

You 
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You tell me, to preserve your wife’s good grace, 
Your eyes must always languish on my face, 

Your tongue with constant flatt’rie6 feed my ear, 

And tag each sentence with, My life ! my dear ! 

If by strange chance a modest blush be rais’d, no 
Be sure my fine complexion must be prais’d. 

My garments always must be new and gay. 

And feasts still kept upon my wedding-day. 

Then must my nurse be pleas’d, and fav’rite maid ; 
And endless treats, and endless visits paid, 115 

To a long train of kindred, friends, allies; 

All this thou say’st, and all thou say’st are lies. 

On Jenkin too you cast a squinting eye : 

What ! can your ’prentice raise your jealousy ? 

Fresh are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 120 
And like the burnish’d gold his curling hair. 

But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy sorrow, 
I’d scorn your ’prentice, should you die to-morrow. 

Why are thy chests all lock’d ? on what design ? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treasure mine ? 125 

Sir, I’m no fool ; nor shall you, by St. John, 

Have goods and body to yourself alone. 

One you shall quit, in spite of both your eyes — 

I heed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the spies. 

If you had wit, you’d say, “ Go where you will, 

“ Dear spouse, I credit not the tales they tell : 1 3 1 

“ Take all the freedoms of a marry ’d life ; 

“ I know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife.” 

VOL. II. p Lord I 
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Lord! when you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily soever others fare ? 135 

Tho’ all the day I give and take delight, 

Jboubt not, sufficient will be left at night. 

’Tis but a just and rational desire, 

To light a taper at a neighbour’s fire. 

There’s danger too, you think, in rich array, 140 
And none can long be modest that are gay : 

The cat, if you but singe her tabby slcin. 

The chimney keeps, and sits content within ; 

But once grown sleek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the sun ; 145 

She licks her fair round face, and frisks abroad, 

To show her furr, and to be catterwaw’d. 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my desires 
These three right ancient venerable sires. 

I told ’em, Thus you say, and thus you do, i 50 

And told ’em false, but Jenkin swore ’twas true. 

I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine. 

And first complain’d, whene’er the guilt was mine. 

I tax’d them oft with wenching and amours, 

When their weak legs scarce dragg’d ’em out of doors ; 
And swore the rambles that I took by night, 156 
Were all to spy what damsels they bedight. 

That colour brought me many hours of mirth ; 

For all this wit is giv’n us from our birth. 

Heav’n gave to woman the peculiar grace 160 

To spin, to weep, and cully human race. 

By 
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By this nice conduct, and this prudent course, 

By murm’ring, wheedling, stratagem, and force, 

I still prevail’d, and would be in the right, 

Or curtain-lectures made a restless night. 165 

If once my husband’s arm was o’er my side, 

What ! so familiar with your spouse i I cry’d : 

I levied first a tax upon his need ; 

Then let him — ’twas a nicety indeed ! 

Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 1 70 

Marry who will, our sex is to be sold. 

With empty hands no tassels you can lure. 

But fulsome love for gain we can endure ; 

For gold we love the impotent and old, 1 74 

And heave, and pant, and kiss, and cling, for gold. 
Yet with embraces, curses oft I mixt. 

Then kiss’d again, and chid and rail’d betwixt. 

Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 

For not one word in man’s arrears am I. 

To drop a dear dispute I was unable, . 180 

Ev’n tho’ the Pope himself had sat at table. 

But when my point was gain’d, then thus I spoke : 

“ Billy, my dear, how sheepishly you look ? 184 

“ Approach, my spouse, and let me kiss thy cheek ; 
“ Thou should’ st be always thus resign’d and meek ! 

“ Of Job’s great patience since so oft you preach, 

“ Well should you practise, who so well can teach. 

“ ’Tis difficult to do, I must allow, 

“ But I, my dearest, will instruct you how. 

v 2 “ Great 
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“ Great is the blessing of a prudent wife, 1 go 

“ Who puts a period to domestic strife. 

“ One of us two must rule, and one obey ; 

“ And since in man right reason bears the sway, 

“ Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 

“ The wives of all my family have rul’d 195 

“ Their tender husbands, and their passions cool’d. 

“ Fye, ’tis unmanly thus to sigh and groan ; 

« What ! would you have me to yourself alone ? 

« Why, take me, Love ! take all and ev’ry part ! 

“ Here’s your revenge ! you love it at your heart. 

“ Would I vouchsafe to sell what nature gave, 201 
You little think what custom I could have. 

“ But see! I’m all your own — nay hold— for shame ! 
“ What means my dear— indeed — you are to blame.” 
Thus with my first three lords I past my life ; 

A very woman, and a very wife. 206 

What sums from these old spouses I could raise, 
Procur’d young husbands in my riper days. 

Tho’ past my bloom, not yet decay’d was I, 

Wanton and wild, and chatter’d like a pye. 210 
In country dances still I bore the bell, 

And sung as sweet as ev’ning Philomel. 

To clear my quail-pipe, and refresh my soul. 

Full oft I drain’d the spicy nut-brown bowl ; 214 

Rich luscious wines, that youthful blood improve. 
And warm the swelling veins to feats of love : 

For ’tis as sure as cold engenders hail, 

A liqu’rish mouth must have a lech’rous tail ; 

\Vxne 
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Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 

As all true gamesters by experience know. 220 
But oh, good Gods ! whene’er a thought I cast 
On all the joys of youth and beauty past, 

To find in pleasures I have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world was once my dear delight ; 225 

Now all my conquests, all my charms, good night ! 
The flour consum’d, the best that now I can, 

Is e’en to make my market of the bran. 

My fourth dear spouse was not exceeding true ; 

He kept, ’twas thought, a private miss or two : 230 
But all that score I paid — as how ? you’ll say. 

Not with my body, in a filthy way ; 

But I so dress’d, and danc’d, and drank, and din’d, 
And view’d a friend, with eyes so very kind. 

As stung his heart, and made his marrow fry, 235 
With burning rage, and frantick jealousy. 

His soul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

For here on earth I was his purgatory. 

Oft, when his shoe the most severely wrung, 

He put on careless airs, and sat and sung. 240 

How sore I gall’d him, only heav’n could know, 

And he that felt, and I that caus’d the woe. 

He dy’d, when last from pilgrimage I came, 

With other gossips from Jerusalem ; 

And now lies buried underneath a rood, 245 

Fair to be seen, and rear’d of honest wood. 

p 3 A tomb 
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A tomb, indeed, with fewer sculptures grac’d, 

Than that Mausolus’ pious widow plac’d, 

Or where inshrin’d the great Darius lay ; 

But cost on graves is merely thrown away. 250 

The pit fill’d up, with turf we cover’d o’er ; 

So bless the good man’s soul, I say no more. 

Now for my fifth lov’d lord, the last and best ; 
(Kind heav’n afford him everlasting rest) 

Full hearty was his love, and I can shew 255 

The tokens on my ribs in black and blue $ 

Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won. 
While yet the smart was shooting in the bone. 

How quaint an appetite in women reigns ! 259 

Free gifts we scorn, and love what costs us pains : 
Let men avoid us, and on them we leap ; 

A glutted market makes provision cheap. 

In pure good will I took this jovial spark, 

Of Oxford he, a most egregious clerk. 

He boarded with a widow in the town, 265 

A trusty gossip, one dame Alison, 

Full well the secrets of my soul she knew. 

Better than e’er our parish priest could do. 

To her I told whatever could befall : 

Had but my husband piss’d against a wall, 270 
Or done a thing that might have cost his life, 

She — and my niece — and one more worthy wife. 
Had known it all : what most he would conceal, 

T o these I made no scruple t'o reveal. 






Oft 
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Oft has he blush’d from ear to ear for shame, 275 
That e’er he told a secret to his dame. 

It so befel, in holy time of Lent, 

That oft a day I to this gossip went ; 

(My husband, thank my stars, was out of town) 
From house to house we rambled up and down, 280 
This clerk, myself, and my good neighbour Alse, 

To see, be seen, to tell, and gather tales. 

Visits to ev’ry church we daily paid, 

And march’d in ev’ry holy masquerade, 

The stations duly, and the vigils kept ; 285 

Not much we fasted, but scarce ever slept. 

At sermons too I shone in scarlet gay. 

The wasting moth ne’er spoil’d my best array ; j 
The cause was this, I wore it ev’ry day. 

’Twas when fresh May her early blossoms yields, 

This clerk and I were walking in the fields. 291 
We grew so intimate, I can’t tell how, 

I pawn’d my honour, and engag’d my vow, 

If e’er I laid my husband in his urn, 

That he, and only he, should serve my turn. 295 
We straight struck hands, the bargain was agreed ; 

I still have shifts against a time of need : 

The mouse that always trusts to one poor hole. 

Can never be a mouse of any soul. 

I vow’d, I scarce could sleep since first I knew 
him, 

And durst be sworn he had bewitch’d me to him, 301 

If 
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If e'er I slept, I dream’d of him alone, 

And dreams foretel, as learned men have shown : 

All this I -said ; but dreams, Sirs, I had none : 

I follow'd but my crafty crony's lore, 305 

Who bid me tell this lye — and twenty more. 

Thus day by day, and month by month we pass’d ; 
It pleas’d the Lord to take my spouse at last. 

I tore my gown, I soil'd my locks with dust, 

And beat my breast, as wretched widows— must. 
Before my face my handkerchief I spread, 3 1 1 

To hide the flood of tears I did— not shed. 

The good man’s coffin to the church was born j 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk, to mourn. 

But as he march’d, good Gods ! he show’d a pair 
Of legs and feet, so clean, so strong, so fair ! 316 

Of twenty winters age he seem’d to be j 
I (to say truth) was twenty more than he ; 

But vig’rous still, a lively buxom dame ; 

And had a wond’rous gift to. quench a flame. 320 

A conj’ror once, that deeply could divine, 

Assur’d me, Mars in Taurus was my sign. 

As the stars order’d, such my life has been : 

Alas, alas, that ever love was sin ! 

Fair Venus gave me fire, and sprightly grace, 325 
And Mars assurance, and a dauntless face. 

By virtue of this powerful constellation, 

I follow’d always my own inclination. 

But to my tale : A month scarce pass’d away, 
With dance and song we kept the nuptial day, 330 

All 
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All I possess’d I gave to his command, 

My goods and chattels, money, house, and land : 

But oft repented, and repent it still ; 

He prov’d a rebel to my sov’reign will : 

Nay, once, by heav’n, he struck me on the face ; 335 
Hear but the fact, and judge yourselves the case. 

Stubborn as any lioness was I ; 

And knew full well to raise my voice on high ; 

As true a rambler as I was before. 

And would be so, in spite of all he swore. 340 

He, against this right sagely would advise, 

And old examples set before my eyes ; 

Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 

Of Gracchus’ mother, and Duilius’ wife ; 

And close the sermon, as beseem’d his wit, 345 
With some grave sentence out of holy writ. 

Oft would he say, who builds his house on sands, 
Pricks his blind horse across the fallow lands. 

Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 

Deserves a fool’s-cap and long ears at home. 350 
All this avail’d not ; for whoe’er he be 
That tells my faults, I hate him mortally : 

And so do numbers more, I’ll boldly say. 

Men, women, clergy, regular, and lay, 354 

My spouse (who was, you know, to learning bred) 
A certain treatise oft at ev’ning read, 

Where divers authors (whom the dev’l confound 
For all their lies) were in one volume bound. 

Valerius 
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Valerius, whole ; and of St. Jerome, part ; 

Chrysippus and Tertullian, Ovid’s Art, 360 

Solomon’s Proverbs, Eloi'sa’s loves : 

And many more than sure the church approves. 

More legends were there here, of wicked wives, 

Than good, in all the bible and saints’ lives. 

Who drew the lion vanquish’d ? ’Twas a man. 365 
But could we women write as scholars can. 

Men should stand mark’d with far more wickedness 
Than all the sons of Adam could redress. 

Love seldom haunts the breast where learning lies. 
And Venus sets ere Mercury can rise. 370 

Those play the scholars who can’t play the men, 

And use that weapon which they have, their pen ; 
When old, and past the relish of delight, 

Then down they sit, and in their dotage write. 

That not one woman keeps her marriage-vow. 375 
(This by the way, but to my purpose now.) 

It chanc’d my husband, on a winter’s night. 

Read in this book, aloud, with strange delight. 

How the first female (as the Scriptures show) 
Brought her own spouse and all his race to woe. 

How Samson fell; and he whom Dejanire 381 

Wrap’d in th’ envenom’d shirt, and set on fire. 

How curs’d Eryphile her lord betray’d, 

And the dire ambush Clytemnestra laid. 

But what most pleas’d him was the Cretan dame, 385 
And husband-bull — oh monstrous ! fie for shame ! 

He 
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He had by heart the whole detail of woe 
Xantippe made her good man undergo ; 

How oft she scolded in a day he knew, 

How many piss-pots on the sage she threw ; 390 

Who took it patiently, and wip’d his head ; 

“ Rain follows thunder that was all he said. 

He read, how Arius to his friend complain’d, 

A fatal tree was growing in his land, 

On which three wives successively had twin’d 39^ 
A sliding noose, and waver’d in the wind. 

Where grows this plant (reply’d the friend) oh where ? 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. 

Give me some slip of this most blissful tree. 

And in my garden planted shall it be. 400 

Then how two wives their lords’ destruction prove. 
Through hatred one, and one through too much love ; 
That for her husband mix’d a pois’nous draught. 
And this for lust an am’rous philtre bought : 

The nimble juice soon seiz’d his giddy head, 405 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 

How some with swords their sleeping lords have 
slain, 

And some have hammer’d nails into their brain, 

And some have drench’d them with a deadly potion ; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 410 
Long time I heard, and swell’ d, and blush’d, and 
frown’d ; 

But when no end of these vile tales I found, 

When 
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When still he read, and laugh’d, and read again, 

And half the night was thus consum’d in vain ; 
Provok’d to vengeance, three large leaves I tore. 
And with one buffet fell’d him on the floor. 416 
With that my husband in a fury rose, 

And down he settled me with hearty blows. 

I groan’d, and lay extended on my side ; 

Oh! thou hast slain me for my wealth (I cry’d) 420 
Yet I forgive thee — take my last embrace — 

He wept, kind soul ! and stoop’d to kiss my face ; 

I took him such a box as turn’d him blue, 

Then sigh’d and cry’d, Adieu, my dear, adieu ! 

But after many a hearty struggle past, 425 

I condescended to be pleas’d at last. 

Soon as he said, My mistress and my wife, 

Do what you list, the term of all your life : 

I took to heart the merits of the cause, 

And stood content to rule by wholesome laws ; 430 

Receiv’d the reins of absolute command. 

With all the government of house and land, 

And empire o’er his tongue, and o’er his hand. 

As for the volume that revil’d the dames, v 434 
’Tvvas torn to fragments, and condemn’d to flames. 

Now Heav’n, on all my husbands gone, bestow 
Pleasures above, for tortures felt below : 

That rest they wish’d for, grant them in the grave, 
And bless those souls my conduct help’d to save ! 
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ARGUMENT. 

0EDIPUS King of Thebes having by mistake slain 
his father Laius, and married his mother Jocasta, 
put out his own eyes, and resigned his realm to his 
sons, Eteocles and Polynices. Being neglected by 
them, he makes his prayer to the Fury Tisiphone, to 
sow debate betwixt the brothers. They agree at last 
to reign singly, each a year by turns, and the first lot 
is obtained by Eteocles. Jupiter, in a council of the 
Gods, declares his resolution of punishing the The- 
bans, and Argives also, by means of a marriage be- 
twixt Polynices and one of the daughters of Adrastus 
King of Argos. Juno opposes, but to no effect ; and 
Mercury is sent on a message to the Shades, to the 
ghost of Laius, who is to appear to Eteocles, and 
provoke him to break the agreement. Polynices in 
the mean time departs from Thebes by night, is over- 
taken by a storm, and arrives at Argos ; where he 
meets with Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, hav- 
ing killed his brother. Adrastus entertains them, 
having received an oracle from Apollo that his 
daughters should be married to a boar and a lion, 
which he understands to be meant of these strangers, 
by whom the hides of those beasts were worn, and 
who arrived at the time when he kept an annual feast 
in honour of that God. The rise of this solemnity 
he relates to his guests, the loves of Phoebus and 
Psamathe, and the story of Choroebus. He enquires, 
x q 2 and 
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and is made acquainted with their descent and quality : 
The sacrifice is renewed, and the book concludes with 
a Hymn to Apollo. 

The translator hopes he need not apologize for his 
choice of this piece, which was made almost in his 
childhood. But finding the version better than he 
expected, he gave it some correction a few years 
afterwards. 

Pope. 
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STATIUS’S THEBAIS. 

pRATE RNAL rage the guilty Thebes alarms, 
Th’ alternate reign destroy’d by impious arms, 
Demand our song j a sacred fury fires 
My ravish’d breast, and all the muse inspires. 

O Goddess, say, shall I deduce my rhimes 5 

From the dire nation in its early times, 

Europa’s rape, Agenor’s stern decree. 

And Cadmus searching round the spacious sea ? 

How with the serpent’s teeth he sow’d the soil. 

And reap’d an iron harvest of his toil ? 10 

Or how from joining stones the city sprung. 

While to his harp divine Amphion sung ? 

Or shall I Juno’s hate to Thebes resound. 

Whose fatal rage th’ unhappy monarch found ? 

The sire against his son his arrows drew, 15 

O’er the wide fields the furious mother flew. 

And while her arms a second hope contain, 

•Sprung from the rocks and plung’d into the main. 

But wave whate’er to Cadmus may belong. 

And fix, O muse ! the barrier of thy song 20 

At CEdipus — from his disasters trace 
The long confusions of his guilty race : 

- q 3 Nor 
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Nor yet attempt to stretch thy bolder wing, 

And mighty Caesar’s conqu’ring eagles sing ; 

How twice he tam’d proud Ister’s rapid flood, 2 5 
While Dacian mountains stream’d with barb’rous 
blood $ 

Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 

And stretch’d his empire to the frozen pole, 

Or long before, with early valour strove, 

In youthful arms t’ assert the cause of Jove. 30 
And thou, great heir of all thy father’s fame, 
Encrease of glory to the Latian name, 

Oh ! bless thy Rome with an eternal reign, 

Nor let desiring worlds entreat in vain. 34 

What tho’ the stars contract their heav’nly space. 
And croud their shining ranks to yield v thee place ; 
Tho’ all the skies, ambitious of thy sway. 

Conspire to court thee from our world away ; 

Tho’ Phoebus longs to mix his rays with thine, 

And in thy glories more serenely shine ; 40 

Tho’ Jove himself no less content would be 
To part his throne and share his heav’n with thee ; 
Yet stay, great Caesar ! and vouchsafe to reign 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the watry main ; 

Resign to Jove his empire of the skies, 45 

And people heav’n with Roman deities. 

The time will come, when a diviner flame 
Shall warm my breast to sing of Caesar’s fame : 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding muse 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuse : 50 

Of 
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Of furious hate surviving death, she sings, 

A fatal throne to two contending Kings, 

And fun’ral flames that, parting wide in air, 

Express the discord of the souls they bear : 

Of towns dispeopled, and the wand’ring ghosts 55 
Of Kings unbury’d in the wasted coasts j 
When Dirce’s fountain blush’d with Grecian blood, 
And Thetis, near Ismenos’ swelling flood. 

With dread beheld the rolling surges sweep, 

In heaps, his slaughter’d sons into the deep; 60 
What hero, Clio ! wilt thou first relate ? 

The rage of Tydeus, or the Prophet’s fate ? 

Or how, with hills of slain on ev’ry side, 

Hippomedon repell’d the hostile tide ? 

Or how the youth with ev’ry grace adorn’d, 65 
Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn’d ? 

Then to fierce Capaneus thy verse extend, 

And sing with horror his prodigious end. 

Now wretched CEdipus, depriv’d of sight, 

Led a long death in everlasting night ; 70 

But while he dwells where not a cheerful ray 
Can pierce the darkness, and abhors the day ; 

The clear reflecting mind presents his' sin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within ; 
Returning thoughts in endless circles roll, 75 

And thousand furies haunt his guilty 60ul, 

The wretch then lifted up to th’ unpitying skies 
Those empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 

Whose 

Ver.6j. Or bow the youth] Parthenopacus. 
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Whose wounds, yet fresh, with bloody hands he strook. 
While from his breast these dreadful accents broke. 80 
Ye Gods ! that o’er the gloomy regions reign. 
Where guilty spirits feel eternal pain ; 

Thou, sable Styx ! whose livid streams are roll’d 
Through dreary coasts, which I tho’ blind behold : 
Tisiphone, that oft’ hast heard my pray’r, 85 

Assist, if CEdipus deserve thy care ! 

If you receiv’d me from Jocasta’s womb, 

And nurs’d the hope of mischiefs yet to come : 

If leaving Polybus, I took my way, 

To Cyrrha’s temple on that fatal day, 90 

When by the son the trembling father dy’d. 

Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide : 

If I the Sphynx’s riddles durst explain, 

Taught by thyself to win the promis’d reign : 

If wretched I, by baleful furies led, 95 

With monstrous mixture stain’d my mother’s bed. 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 

And with full lust those horrid joys renew’d j 
Then self-condemn’d to shades of endless night. 
Forc’d from these orbs the bleeding balls of sight ; 
Oh hear ! and aid the vengeance I require, lot 
If worthy thee, and what thou, might’ st inspire. 

My sons their old, unhappy sire despise, 

Spoil’d of his kingdom, and depriv’d of eyes ; 
Guideless I wander, unregarded mourn, ioj 

While these exalt their sceptres o’er my urn ; 

These 
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These sons, ye Gods! who with flagitious pride 
Insult my darkness, and my groans deride. 

Art thou a father, unregarding Jove ! 

And sleeps thy thunder in the realms above ? no 
Thou Fury, then, some lasting curse entail. 

Which o’er their children’s children shall prevail : 
Place on their heads that crown distain’d with gore. 
Which these dire hands from my slain father tore ; 
Go ! and a parent’s heavy curses bear ; 115 

Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare 
Their kindred souls to mutual hate and war. 

Give them to dare, what I might wish to see 
Blind as I am, some glorious villany ! 

Soon shalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands. 
Their ready guilt preventing thy commands : 121 

Could’ st thou some great, proportion’d mischief frame, 

• They’d prove the father from whose loins they came. 

The Fury heard, while on Cocytus’ brink 
Her snakes unty’d, sulphureous waters drink ; 1 25 

But at the summons roll’d her eyes around, 

And snatch’d the starting serpents from the ground. 
;Not half so swiftly shoots along the air 
The gliding lightning, or descending star. 

Through crouds of airy shades she wing’d her flight, 
And dark dominions of the silent night ; 131 

Swift as she pass’d the flitting ghosts withdrew, 

• And the pale spectres trembled at her view : 

To th’ iron gates of Tenarus she flies. 

There spreads her dusky pinions to the skies. 135 

The 
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The day beheld, and sick’ning at the sight* 

Veil’d her fair glories in the shades of night. 
Affrighted Atlas, on the distant shore. 

Trembled, and shook the heav’ns and gods he bore. 
Now from beneath Malea’s airy height 140 

Aloft she sprung, and steer’d to Thebes her flight ; 
With eager speed the well-known journey took. 

Nor here regrets the hell she late forsook. 

A hundred snakes her gloomy visage shade, 

A hundred serpents guard her horrid head, 145 
In her sunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow : 

Such rays from Phoebe’s bloody circle flow. 

When lab’ring with strong charms, she shoots from 
high 

A fiery gleam, and reddens all the sky. 

Blood stain’d her cheeks, and from her mouth there 
came 150 

Blue steaming poisons, and a length of flame. 

From ev’ry blast of her contagious breath 
Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death. 
A robe obscene was o’er her shoulders thrown, 

A dress by fates and furies worn alone. 155 

She toss’d her meagre arms ; her better band 
In waving circles whirl’d a fun’ral brand : 

A serpent from her left was seen to rear 
His flaming crest, and lash the yielding air. 

But when the Fury took her stand on high, 160 
Where vast Cithasron’s top salutes the sky, • 

A hiss 
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A hiss from all the snaky tire went round : 

The dreadful signal all the rocks rebound, 

And through th’ Achaian cities send the sound. 

(Ete, with high Parnassus, heard the voice j 165 
Eurota’s banks remurmur’d to the noise ; 

Again Leucothoe shook at these alarms, 

And press’d Palaemon closer in her arms. 

Headlong from thence the glowing Fury springs. 
And o’er the Theban palace spreads her wings, 170 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and shrouds 
Its bright pavilions in a veil of clouds. 

Straight with the rage of all their race possess’d. 
Stung to the soul, the brothers start from rest, 

And all their furies wake within their breast. 175 
Their tortur’d minds repining envy tears, 

And hate, engender’d by suspicious fears : 

And sacred thirst of sway ; and all the ties 
Of nature broke ; and royal perjuries ; 

And impotent desire to reign alone, 1 80 

That scorns the dull reversion of a throne ; 

Each would the sweets of sov’reign rule devour, 

While discord waits upon divided pow’r. 

As stubborn steers by brawny plowmen broke. 

And join’d reluctant to the galling yoke, 1 85 

Alike disdain with servile necks to bear 

Th’ unwonted weight, or. drag the crooked share. 

But rend the reins, and bound a diff’rent way, 

And all the furrows in confusion lay : 

Such 
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Such was the discord of the royal pair, j 90 

Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 

In vain the chiefs contriv’d a specious way, 

To govern Thebes by their alternate sway : 

Unjust decree! while this enjoys the state. 

That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 195 

And the short monarch of a hasty year 
Foresees with anguish his returning heir. 

Thus did the league their impious arms restrain. 

But scarce subsisted to the second reign. 

Yet then, no proud aspiring piles were rais’d, 200 
No fretted roofs with polish’d metals blaz’d ; 

No labour’d columns in long order plac’d, 

No Grecian stone the pompous arches grac’d ; 

No nightly bands in glitt’ring armour wait 
Before the sleepless tyrant’s guarded gate ; 205 

No chargers then were wrought in burnish’d gold, 
Nor silver vases took the forming mold ; 

Nor gems on bowls emboss’d Were seen to shine. 
Blaze on the brims, and sparkle in the wine — 

Say, wretched rivals ! what provokes your rage ? 

Say, to what end your impious arms engage ? 2 1 1 

Not all bright Phoebus views in early morn, 

Or when his ev’ning beams the west adorn, 

When the south glows with his meridian ray. 

And the cold north receives a fainter day ; 215 

For crimes like these, not all those realms suffice. 
Were all those realms the guilty victor’s prize ! 

But 
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But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown : 219 

What joys, oh Tyrant ! swell’ d thy soul that day, 
When all were slaves thou could’st around survey, 
Pleas’d to behold unbounded pow’r thy own, 

And singly fill a fear’d and envy’d throne ! 

But the vile vulgar, ever discontent. 

Their growing fears in secret murmurs vent ; 225 

Still prone to change, tho’ still the slaves of state. 
And sure the monarch whom they have, to hate ; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear. 

And softly curse the tyrants whom they fear. 

And one of those who groan beneath the sway 230 
Of Kings impos’d, and grudgingly obey, 

(Whom envy to the great, and vulgar spight 
With scandal arm’d, th’ ignoble mind’s delight,) 
Exclaim’d — O Thebes ! for thee what fates remain. 
What woes attend this inauspicious reign i 235 

Must we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare. 

Each haughty master’s yoke by turns to bear, 

And still to change whom chang’d we still must fear ? 
These now controul a wretched people’s fate. 

These can divide, and these reverse the state : 240 

Ev’n fortune rules no more ! — O servile land, 

Where exil’d tyrants still by turns command ! 

Thou sire of gods and men, imperial Jove ! 

Is this th’ eternal doom decreed above ? 

On thy own offspring hast thou fix’d this fate, 245 
From the first birth of our unhappy state ; 

vol. if. it When 
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When banish’d Cadmus, wand’ring o’er the main. 

For lost Europa search’d the world in vain. 

And fated in Boeotian fields to found 
A rising empire on a foreign ground, 250 

First rais’d our walls on that ill-omen’d plain. 

Where earth-born brothers were by brothers slain ? 
What lofty looks th’ unrival’d monarch bears ! 

How all the tyrant in his face appears ! 

What sullen fury clouds his scornful brow ! 255 

Gods! how his eyes with threat’ning ardour glow! 
Can this imperious lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his state, desoend, and serve again ? 

Yet, who, before, more popularly bow’d ? 

Who more propitious to the suppliant croud ? 260 

Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? 

What wonder then ? he was not then alone. 

O wretched we, a vile, submissive train. 

Fortune’s tame fools, and slaves in ev’ry reign ! 

As when two winds with rival force contend, 265 
Tliis way and that, the wav’ring sails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas, and black Eurus blow. 

Now here, now there, the reeling vessel throw : 

Thus on each side, alas ! our tott’ring state 

Feels all the fury of resistless fate, 270 

And doubtful still, and still distracted stands, 

While that prince threatens, and while this commands. 

And now th’ almighty father of the Gods 
Convenes a council in the blest abodes : 

12 Far 
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Far in the bright recesses of the skies, 275 

High o’er the rolling heav’ns, a mansion lies, 
Whence, far below, the Gods at once survey 
The realms of rising and declining day. 

And all th’ extended space of earth, and air, and sea. 
Full in the midst, and on a starry throne, 280 

The Majesty of heav’n superior shone ; 

Serene he look’d, and gave an aweful nod, 

And all the trembling spheres confess’d the god. 

At Jove’s assent the deities around 

In solemn state the consistory crown’d. 285 

Next a long order of inferior pow’rs 

Ascend from hills, and plains, and shady bow’rs ; 

Those from whose urns the rolling rivers flow ; 

And those that give the wand’ ring winds to blow : 
Here all their rage, and ev’n their murmurs cease. 
And sacred silence reigns, and universal peace. 291 
A shining synod of majestic Gods 
Gilds with new lustre the divine abodes ; 

Heav’n seems improv’d with a superior ray, 

And the bright arch reflects a double day. 295 
The monarch then his solemn silence broke. 

The still creation listen’d while he spoke. 

Each sacred accent bears eternal weight, 

And each irrevocable word is fate. 299 

How long shall man the wrath of heav’n defy. 
And force unwilling vengeance from the sky ! 

Oh race confed’rate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o’er th’ eluded rage of Jove ! 

it 2 This 
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This weary’d arm can scarce the bolt sustain. 

And unregarded thunder rolls in vain : 305 

Th’ overlabour’d Cyclops from his task retires ; 

Th’ iEolian forge exhausted of its fires. 

For this, I suffer’d Phoebus’ steeds to stray. 

And the mad ruler to misguide the day ; 

When the wide earth to heaps of ashes turn’d, 310 
And heav’n itself the wand’ring chariot burn’d. 

For this, my brother of the wat’ry reign 
Releas’d th’ impetuous sluices of the main : 

But flames consum’d, and billows rag’d in vain. 

Two races now, ally’d to Jove, offend ; 315 

To punish these, see Jove himself descend. 

The Theban Kings their fine from Cadmus trace. 
From godlike Perseus those of Argive race. 

Unhappy Cadmus’ fate who does not know, 

And the long series of succeeding woe ? 320 

How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night. 

Arose, and mix’d with men in mortal fight : 

Th’ exulting mother, stain’d with filial blood ; 

The savage hunter and the haunted wood ? 

The direful banquet why should I proclaim, 325 
And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name ? 
Ere I recount the sins of these profane. 

The sun would sink into the western main, 

And rising gild the radiant east again. 

Have we not seen (the blood of Laius shed) 330 
The murd’ring son ascend his parent’s bed, 

Through 
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Through violated nature force his way, 

And stain the sacred womb where once he lay ? 

Yet now in darkness and despair he groans, 

And for the crimes of guilty fate atones ; 335 

His sons with scorn their eyeless father view. 

Insult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

Thy curse, oh CEdipus, just heav’n alarms, 

And sets th’ avenging thunderer in arms. 

I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 340 

And give the nations to the waste of war. 

Adrastus soon, with gods averse, shall join 
In dire alliance with the Theban line j 
Hence strife shall rise, and mortal war succeed j 
The guilty realms of Tantalus shall bleed ; 345 

Fix’d is their doom ; this all-rememb’ring breast 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant’s feast. 

He said ; and thus the Queen of heav’n return’d j 
(With sudden grief her lab’ring bosom burn’d) 

Must I, whose cares Phoroneus’ tow’rs defend, 350 
Must I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 

Thou know’st those regions my protection claim, 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame : 

Tho’ there the fair Egyptian heifer fed, 

And there deluded Argus slept, and bled ; 3 55 

Tho’ there the brazen tow’r was storm’d of old, 
When Jove descended in almighty gold : 

Yet I can pardon those obscurer rapes. 

Those bashful crimes disguis’d in borrow’d shapes j 

r 3 But 
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But Thebes, where shining in celestial charms 360 
* Thou cam’st triumphant to a mortal's arms. 

When all my glories o’er her limbs were spread, 

And blazing lightnings danc’d around her bed ; 
Curs’d Thebes the vengeance it deserves, may prove — 
Ah why should Argos feel the rage of Jove i 365 
Yet since thou wilt thy sister-queen controul. 

Since still the lust of discord fires thy soul, 

Go, rase my Samos, let Mycene fall, 

And level with the dust the Spartan wall ; 

No more let mortals Juno’s pow’r invoke, 370 

Her fanes no more with eastern incense smoke, 

Nor victims sink beneath the sacred stroke ; 

But to your Isis all my rites transfer. 

Let altars blaze and temples smoke for her j 
For her, through Egypt’s fruitful clime renown’d. 
Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel sound. 376 
But if thou roust reform the stubborn times, 
Avenging on the sons the father’s crimes, 

And from the long records of distant age 
Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 380 

Say, from what period then has Jove design’d 
To date his vengeance ; to what bounds confin’d ? 
Begin from thence, where first Alpheus hides 
His wand’ring stream, and through the briny tides 
Unmix’d to his Sicilian fiver glides. 385 

Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 

Whose impious rites disgrace thy mighty name ; 

mo 
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Who raise thy temples where the chariot stood 
Of fierce CEnomaus, defil’d with blood ; 389 

Where once his steeds their savage banquet found, 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground.. 

Say, can those honours please ; and can’st thou love 

Presumptious Crete that boasts the tomb of Jove ? 

And shall not Tantalus’s kingdoms share 

Thy wife and sister’s tutelary care ? 395 

Reverse, O Jove, thy too severe decreey 

Nor doom to war a race deriv’d from thee ; 

On impious realms and barb’rous Kings impose 
Thy plagues, and curse ’em with such sons as those. 

Thus, in reproach and pray’r, the Queen express’d 
The rage and grief contending in her breast j 401 
Unmov’d remain’d the ruler of the sky. 

And from his throne return’d this stern reply : 

’Twas thus I deem’d thy haughty soul would bear 
The dire, tho’ just, revenge which I prepare 405 
Against a nation thy peculiar care : 

No less Dione might for Thebes contend, 

Nor Bacchus less his native town defend, 

Yet these in silence see the fates fulfil 

Their work, and rev’rence our superior will. 410 

For by the black infernal Styx I swear, 

(That dreadful oath which binds the thunderer) 

’Tis fix’d ; th’ irrevocable doom of Jove ; 

No force can bend me, no persuasion move.. 

Haste 

Ver, 399. with such sons as those ] Etcocles and Polynices. 
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Haste then, Cyllenius, through the liquid air ; 415 

Go, mount the winds, and to the shades repair ; 

Bid hell’s black monarch my commands obey. 

And give up Laius to the realms of day. 

Whose ghost yet shiv’ring on Cocytus’ sand. 

Expects its passage to the further strand : 420 

Let the pale sire revisit Thebes, and bear 
These pleasing orders to the tyrant’s ear ; 

That from his exil’d brother, swell’d with pride 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 

Almighty Jove commands him to detain 425 

The promis’d empire, and alternate reign : 

Be this the cause of more than mortal hate : 

The rest, succeeding times shall ripen into fate. 

The god obeys, and to his feet applies 
Those golden wings that cut the yielding skies. 430 
His ample hat his beamy locks o’erspread, 

And veil’d the starry glories of his head. 

He seiz’d the wand that causes sleep to fly, 

Or, in soft slumbers seals the wakeful eye j 

That drives the dead to dark Tartarean coasts, 435 

Or back to life compels the wand’ring ghosts. 

Thus, through the parting clouds, the son of May 
Wings on the whistling winds his rapid way ; 

Now smoothly steers through air his equal flight. 
Now springs aloft, and tow’rs th’ ethereal height ; 
Then wheeling down the steep of heav’n he flies. 

And draws a radiant circle o’er the skies. 442 

Mean 
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Mean time the banish’d Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon’d) through th’ Aonian groves, 
While future realms his wand’ring thoughts delight. 
His daily vision and his dream by night ; 446 

Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye. 

From whence he sees his absent brother fly. 

With transport views the airy rule his own, 

And swells on an imaginary throne. 450 

Fain would he cast a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumphant day. 

He chides the lazy progress of the sun. 

And bids the year with swifter motion run. 

With anxious hopes his craving mind is tost, 455 
And all his joys in length of wishes lost. 

The hero then resolves his course to bend 
Where ancient Danaus’ fruitful fields extend, 

And fam’d Mycene’s lofty tow’rs ascend, 

(Where late the sun did Atreus’ crimes detest,. 466 
And disappear’d in horror of the feast, } 

And now by chance, by fate, or furies led, 

From Bacchus’ consecrated caves he fled, 

Where the shrill cries of frantic matrons sound, 

And Pentheus’ blood enrich’d the rising ground. 465 
Then sees Cithseron tow’ring o’er the plain, 

And thence declining gently to the main. 

Next to the bounds of Nisus’ realm repairs. 

Where treach’rous Scylla cut the purple hairs : 

The hanging cliffs of Scyron’s rock explores, 470 
And hears the murmurs of the diff’rent shores : 

Passes 
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Passes the strait that parts the foaming seas. 

And stately Corinth’s pleasing site surveys. 

’Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to night. 
And rising Cynthia sheds her silver light, 475 

Wide o’er the world in solemn pomp she drew. 

Her airy chariot hung with pearly dew ; 

All birds and beasts lie hush’d ; sleep steals away 
The wild desires of men, and toils of day. 

And brings, descending through the silent air, 480 
A sweet forgetfulness of human care. 

Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay. 

Promise the skies the bright return of day j 
No faint reflections of the distant light 
Streak with long gleams the scatt’ring shades of night: 
From the damp earth impervious vapours rise, 486 
Encrease the darkness, and involve the skies. 

At once the rushing winds with roaring sound 
Burst from th’ JEolian caves, and rend the ground. 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 490 

And win by turns the kingdom of the sky : 

But with a thicker night black Auster shrouds 
The heav’ns, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds. 
From whose dark womb a rattling tempest pours, 
Which the cold north congeals to haily show’rs. 495 
From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 

And broken lightnings flash from ev’ry cloud. 

Now smoaks with show’rs the misty mountain-ground, 
And floated fields lie undistinguish’d round. 

Th* 
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Th’ Inachian streams with headlong fury run, 500 
And Erasinus rolls a deluge on : 

The foaming Lerna swells above its bounds, 

And spreads its ancient poisons o’er the grounds : 
Where late was dust, now rapid torrents play. 

Rush through the mounds, and bear the damms away : 
Old limbs of trees from crackling forests torn, 506 
Are whirl’d in air, and on the winds are borne : 

The storm the dark Lycaean groves display’d, 

And first to light expos’d the sacred shade. 

Th’ intrepid Theban hears the bursting sky, 510 
Sees yawning rocks in massy fragments fly, 

And views astonish’d, from the hills afar. 

The floods descending, and the wat’ry war, 

That, driv’n by storms, and pouring o’er the plain, 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houses to the main. 515 
Through the brown horrors of the night he fled. 

Nor knows, amaz’d, what doubtful path to tread ; 

His brother’s image to his mind appears. 

Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with fears. 

So fares a sailor on the storrfty main, 520 

When clouds conceal Bootes’ golden wain. 

When not a star its friendly lustre keeps, 

Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps ; 

He dreads the rocks, and shoals, and seas, and skies. 
While thunder roars, and lightning round him flies. 

Thus strove the chief, on ev’ry side distress’d, 526 
Thus still his courage, with his toils encreas’d j 

With 
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With his broad shield oppos’d, he forc’d his way 
Through thickest woods, and rous’d the beasts of prey. 
Till he beheld, where from Larissa’s height 530 
The shelving walls reflect a glancing lights 
Thither with haste the Theban hero flies ; 

On this side Lerna’s pois’nous water lies, 

On that Prosymna’8 grove and temple rise: 

He pass’d the gates which then unguarded lay, 535 
And to the regal palace bent his way ; 

On the cold marble, spent with toil, he lies, 

And waits till pleasing slumbers seal his eyes. 

Adrastus here his happy people sways, 

Blest with calm peace in his declining days, 540 
By both his parents of descent divine, 

Great Jove and Phoebus grac’d his noble line^ 

Keav’n had not crown’d his wishes with a son, 

But two fair daughters heir’d his state and throne. 

To him Apollo (wond’rous to relate ! 545 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had sung — “ Expect thy sons on Argos’ shore, 

“ A yellow lion and a bristly boar.” 

This long revolv’d in his paternal breast, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his rest 550 
This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 

Tho’ skill’d in fate, and dark futurity. 

The father’s care and prophet’s art were vain. 

For thus did the predicting god ordain. 

Lo, hapless Tydeus, whose ill-fated hand 555 
Had slain his brother, leaves his native land, 

And 
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And seiz’d tvith horror in the shades of night, 
Through the thick deserts headlong urg’d his flight : 
Now by the fury of the tempest driv’n. 

He seeks a shelter from th’ inclement heav’n, 560 
Till, led by fate, the Theban’s steps he treads, 

And to fair Argos’ open court succeeds. 

When thus the chiefs from diff’rent lands resort 
T’ Adrastus’ realms, and hospitable court ; 

The King surveys his guests with curious eyes, 565 
And views their arms and habit with surprise. 

A lion’s yellow skin the Theban wears. 

Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs ; 

Such once employ’d Alcides’ youthful toils, 

Ere yet adorn’d with Nemea’s dreadful spoils. 57c 
A boar’s stiff hide of Calydonian breed, 

CEnides’ manly shoulders overspread. 

Oblique his tusks, erect his bristles stood. 

Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the sight, and fix’d in deep amaze, 575 
The King th’ accomplish’d oracle surveys, 

Reveres Apollo’s vocal caves, and owns . 

The guiding Godhead, and his future sons. 

O’er all his bosom secret transports reign, 

And a glad horror shoots through ev’ry vein. 580 
To heav’n he lifts his hands, erects his sight. 

And thus invokes the silent Queen of night : 

Goddess of shades ! beneath whose gloomy reign 
Yon’ spangled arch glows with the starry train : 
voi,. 11. s You 
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You who the cares of heav’n and earth allay, 
Till nature, quicken’d by th’ inspiring ray, 
Wakes to new vigour with the rising day. 

Oh thou who freest me from my doubtful state, 
Long lost and wilder’d in the maze of fate ! 

Be present still, oh Goddess ! in our aid ; 
Proceed, and firm those omens thou hast made. 
W e to thy name our annual rites will pay, 

And on thy altars sacrifices lay ; 

The sable flock shall fall beneath the stroke, 
And fill thy temples with a grateful smoke. 
Hail, faithful Tripos ! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phoebus : I confess the Gods ! 



5*5 



590 



595 



Thus, seiz’d with 6acred fear, the monarch pray’d ; 
Then to his inner court the guests convey’d • 

Where yet thin fumes from dying sparks arise, 6 a o 

And dust yet white upon each altar lies, 

The relics of a former sacrifice. 



The King once more the solemn rites requires, 
And bids renew the feasts, and wake the fires. 



His train obey, while all the courts around 605 

With noisy care and various tumult sound. 
Embroider’d purple clothes the golden beds ; 

This slave the floor, and that the table spreads ; 

A third dispels the darkness of the night, 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light. 

Here loaves in canisters are pil’d on high, 61 1 

And there in flames the slaughter’d victims fly. 

Sublime 
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Sublime in regal state Adrastus shone, 

Stretch'd on rich carpets on his iv’ry throne ; 

A lofty couch receives each princely guest ; 615 

Around, at awful distance, wait the rest. 

And nQw the King, his royal feast to grace, 
Acestis calls, the guardian of his race, 

Who first their youth in arts of virtue train’d, 

And their ripe years in modest grace maintain’d. 

Then softly whisper’d in her faithful ear, 62 r 

And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 

When from the close apartments of the night, 

The royal nymphs approach divinely bright ; 

Such was Diana’s, such Minerva’s face ; 625 

Nor shine their beauties with superior grace, 

But that in these a milder charm endears, 

And less of terror in their looks appears. 

As on the heroes first they cast their eyes, 

O’er their fair cheeks the glowing flushes rise, 63a 
Their downcast looks a decent shame confess’d. 

Then on their father’s rev’rend features rest. 

The banquet done, the monarch gives the sign 
To fill the goblet high with sparkling wine. 

Which Danaus us’d in sacred rites of old, 635 

With sculpture grac’d, and rough with rising gold, 
Here to the clouds victorious Perseus flies, 

Medusa seems to move her languid eyes, 

And, ev’n in gold, turns paler as she dies. 

There from the chace Jove’s tow’ring eagle bears, 

On golden wings, the Phrygian to the stars : 641 

s 2 Still 
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Still as he rises in th’ ethereal height, 

His native mountains lessen to his sight 5 
While all his sad companions upward gaze. 

Fix’d on the glorious scene in wild amaze ; 645 

And the swift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the shade, and bark against the Ikies. 

This golden bowl with gen’rous juice was crown’d, 
The first libations sprinkled on the ground, 

By turns on each celestial pow’r they call ; 650 

With Phcebus’ name resounds the vaulted hall. 

The courtly train, the strangers, and the rest, 
Crown’d with chaste laurel, and with garlands dress’d. 
While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 

Salute the God in num’rous hymns of praise. 655 

Then thus the King : Perhaps, my noble guests. 
These honour’d altars, and these annual feasts 
To bright Apollo’s awful name design’d. 

Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. 
Great was the cause ; our old solemnities 660 

From no blind zeal, or fond tradition rise ; 

But sav’d from death, our Argives yearly pay 
These grateful honours to the God of Day. 

When by a thousand darts the Python slain 
With orbs unroll’d lay cov’ring all the plain, 665 
(Transfix’d as o’er Castalia’s streams he hung, 

And suck’d new poisons with his triple tongue) 

To Argos’ realms the victor God resorts, 

And enters old Crotopus’ humble courts. 

This 
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This rural prince one only daughter blest, 670 

That all the charms of blooming youth possess’d ; 
pair was her face, and spotless was her mind, 

Where filial love with virgin sweetness join’d. 

Happy ! and happy still she might have prov’d, 
Were she less beautiful, or less belov’d ! 675 

Put Phoebus lov’d, and on the flow’ry side 
Of Nemea’s stream, the yielding fair enjoy’d : 

Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 

Th’ illustrious offspring of the God was born. 

The nymph, her father’s anger to evade, 680 

Retires from Argos to the sylvan shade j 
To woods and wilds the pleasing burden bears. 

And trusts her infant to a shepherd’s cares. 

How mean a fate, unhappy child, is thine ! 

Ah, how unworthy those of race divine ! 685 

On flow’ry herbs in some green covert laid, 

His bed the ground, his canopy the shade, 

He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 

While the rude swain his rural music tries 

To call soft slumbers on his infant eyes. 690 

Yet ev’n in those obscure abodes to live, 

Was more, alas ! than cruel fate would give, 

For on the grassy verdure as he lay, 

And breath’d the freshness of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpless infant tore, 695 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp’d the gore. 

Th’ astonish’d mother, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 

s 3 With 
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With loud complaints she fills the yielding air, 

And beats her breast, and rends her flowing hair ; 
Then wild with anguish to her sire she flies, 701 
Demands the sentence, and contented dies. 

But touch’d with sorrow for the dead too late. 

The raging God prepares t* avenge her fate. 

He sends a monster, horrible and fell, 705 

Begot by furies in the depths of hell. 

The pest a virgin’s face and bosom bears ; 

High on a crown a rising snake appears, 

Guards her black front, and hisses in her hairs : 
About the realm she Wjdks her dreadful round, 710 
When night with sable wings o’erspreads the ground. 
Devours young babes before their parents’ eyes. 

And feeds and thrives on public miseries. 

But gen’rous rage the bold Chorcebus warms, . 
Choroebus, fam’d for virtue, as for arms ; 715 

Some few like him, inspir’d with martial flame, 
Thought a short life well lost for endless fame. 

These, where two ways in equal parts divide, 

The direful monster from afar descry’d ; 

Two bleeding babes depending at her side ; 720 

Whose panting vitals, warm with life, she draws, 

And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 

The youths surround her with extended spears, 

But brave Choroebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breast he plung’d his shining sword, 725 
And hell’s dire monster back to hell restor’d. 

Th’ 
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Th’ Inachians view the slain with vast surprize, 

Her twisting volumes and her rolling eyes, 

Her spotted breast, and gaping womb embru’d 
With livid poison, and our children’s blood. 730 
The croud in stupid wonder fix’d appear, 

Pale ev’n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 

Some with vast beams the squalid corpse engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 

The birds obscene, that nightly flock’d to taste, 735 
With hollow screeches fled the dire repast ; 

And rav’nous dogs, allur’d by scented blood, 

And starving wolves, ran howling to the wood. 

But fir’d with rage, from cleft Parnassus’ brow 
Avenging Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 740 

And hissing flew the feather’d fates below : 

A night of sultry clouds involv’d around 
The tow’rs, the fields, and the devoted ground : 

And now a thousand lives together fled. 

Death with his scythe cut off the fatal thread, 745 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 

But Phoebus, ask’d why noxious fires appear, 

And raging Sirius blasts the sickly year ; 

Demands their lives by whom his monster fell, 

And dooms a dreadful sacrifice to hell. 

Blest be thy dust, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy manes, and preserve thy name, 

Undaunted hero ! who, divinely brave. 

In such a cause disdain’d thy life to save ; 

12 
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But view’d the shrine with a superior look, 755 

And its upbraided godhead thus bespoke : 

With piety, the soul’s securest guard, 

And conscious virtue, still its own reward, 

Willing I come, unknowing how to fear ; 

Nor shalt thou, Phoebus, find a suppliant here. 760 
Thy monster’s death to me was ow’d alone, 

And ’tis a deed too glorious to disown. 

Behold him here, for whom, so many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal’d thy sullen rays ; 

For whom, as man no longer claim’d thy care, 765 
Such numbers fell by pestilential air ! 

But if th' abandon’d race of human kind 
From Gods above no more compassion find ; 

If such inclemency in heav’n can dwell, 

Yet why must unoffending Argos feel 770 

The vengeance due to this unlucky steel ? 

On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 

Nor err from me, since I deserve it all : 

Unless our desert cities please thy sight, 

Or fun’ral flames reflect a grateful light. 775 

Discharge thy shafts, this ready bosom rend. 

And to the shades a ghost triumphant send ; 

But for my country let my fate atone, 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 

Merit distress’d, impartial heav’n relieves : 780 

Unwelcome life relenting Phoebus gives j 
For not the vengeful pow’r, that glow’d with rage. 
With such amazing virtue durst engage. 

0 The 
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The clouds dispers’d, Apollo’s wrath expir’d, 

And from the wond’ring God th’ unwilling youth 
retir’d. 785 

Thence we these altars in his temple raise, 

And offer annual honours, feasts, and praise ; 

These solemn feasts propitious Phoebus please : 

These honours, still renew’d, his ancient wrath ap- 
pease. 

But say, illustrious guest (adjoin’d the King), 790 
What name you bear, from what high race you spring ? 
The noble Tydeus stands confess’d, and known 
Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon. 

Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And silent hours to various talk invite. 795 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
Confus’d, and sadly thus at length replies : 

Before these altars how shall I proclaim 
(Oh gen’rous Prince) my nation, or my name, 

Or through what veins our ancient blood has roll’d ? 
Let the sad tale for ever rest untold ! 801 

Yet if propitious to a wretch unknown, 

You seek to share in sorrows not your own ; 

Know then from Cadmus I derive my race, 

Jocasta’s son, and Thebes my native place. 805 
To whom the King (who felt his gen’rous breast 
Touch’d with concern for his unhappy guest) 

Replies : — Ah why forbears the son to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame ? 

Fame, 
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Fame, that delights around the world to stray, 810 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way ; 

Ev’n those who dwell where suns at distance roll. 

In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole ; 

And those who tread the burning Lybian lands, 

The faithless Syrtes and the moving sands ; 815 

Who view the western sea’s extremest bounds, 

Or drink of Ganges in their eastern grounds ; 

All these the woes of CEdipus have known, 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 

If on the sons the parents crimes descend, 820 

What prince from those his lineage can defend ? 

Be this thy comfort, that ’tis thine t’ efface 
With virtuous acts thy ancestor’s disgrace, 

And be thyself the honour of thy race. 

But see ! the stars begin to steal away, 825 

And shine more faintly at approaching day ; 

Now pour the wine, and in your tuneful lays 
Once more resound the great Apollo’s praise. 

Oh father Phoebus ! whether Lycia’s coast 829 
And snowy mountain, thy bright presence boast ; 
Whether to sweet Castalia thou repair, 

And bathe in silver dews thy yellow hair } 

Or pleas’d to find fair Delos float no more, 

Delight in Cynthus, and the shady shore ; 

Or chuse thy seat in Ilion’s proud abodes, 835 

The shining structures rais’d by lab’ring Gods ; 

By thee the bow and mortal shafts are. born ; 

Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn : 

' Skill’d 
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Skill’d in the laws of secret fate above, 

And the dark counsels of almighty Jove, 840 

7 Tis thine the seeds of future war to know, 

The change of sceptres, and impending woe j 
When direful meteors spread through glowing air 
Long trails of light, and shake their blazing hair. 
Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durst aspire 845 
T* excel the music of thy heav’nly lyre ; 

Thy shafts aveng’d lewd Tityus’ guilty flame, 

Th’ immortal victim of thy mother’s fame ; 

Thy hand slew Python, and the dame who lost 
Her num’rous offspring for a fatal boast. 850 

In Phlegyas’ doom thy just revenge appears, 
Condemn’d to Furies and eternal fears ; 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 

The mouldring rock that trembles from on high. 

Propitious hear our pray’r, O Pow’r divine ! 855 

And on thy hospitable Argos shine, 

Whether the stile of Titan please thee more, 

Whose purple rays th’ Achsemenes adore ; 

Or great Osiris, who first taught the swain 
In Pharian fields to sow the golden grain ; 860 

Or Mitra, to whose beams the Persian bows, 

And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows ; 

Mitra, whose head the blaze of light adorns, 

Who grasps the struggling heifer’s lunar horns. 
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THE FABLE OF DRYOPE. 

§HE said, and for her lost Galanthis sighs, 

When the fair consort of her son replies. 

Since you a servant’s ravish’d form bemoan, 

And kindly sigh for sorrows not your own, 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 5 

A nearer woe, a sister’s stranger fate. 

No nymph of all (Echalia could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 

Her tender mother’s only hope and pride, 

(Myself the offspring of a second bride). 10 

This nymph compress’d by him who rules the day, 
Whom Delphi and the Delian isle obey, 

Andraemon lov’d ; and, bless’d in all those charms 
That pleas’d a God, succeeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with shelving banks around, 15 
Whose verdant summit fragrant myrtles crown’d. 
These shades, unknowing of the fates, she sought, 
And to the Naiads flow’ry garlands brought ; 

Her 

Dryope ] Upon occasion of the death of Hercules, his mother 
Alcmena recounts her misfortunes to lole, who answers with a 
relation of those of her own family, in particular the transforma* 
tions of her sister Dryope, which is the subject of the ensuing 
fable. Pope. 
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Her smiling babe (a pleasing charge) she prest 
Within her arms, and nourish’d at her breast. 20 
Not distant far a wat’ry lotos grows, 

The spring was new, and all the verdant boughs 
Adorn’d with blossoms promis’d fruits that vie 
In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: 

Of these she crop’d to please her infant son, 25 

And I myself the same rash act had done : 

But lo ! I saw (as near her side I stood) 

The violated blossoms drop with blood ; 

Upon the tree I cast a frightful look ; 

The trembling tree with sudden horror shook. 30 
Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true) 

As from Priapus’ lawless lust she flew, 

Forsook her form; and fixing here, became 
A flow’ry plant, which still preserves her name. 

This change unknown, astonish’d at the sight, 35 
My trembling sister strove to urge her flight : 

And first the pardon of the nymphs implor’d 
And those offended sylvan pow’rs ador’d : 

But when she backward would have fled, she found 
Her stiffening feet were rooted in the ground : 40 

In vain to free her fasten’d feet she strove, 

And, as she struggles, only moves above ; 

She feels th’ encroaching bark around her grow 
By quick degrees, and cover all below : 

Surpriz’d at this, her trembling hand she heaves 45 
To rend her hair ; her hand is fill’d with leaves : 

Where 
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Where late was hair the shooting leaves are seen 
To rise, and shade her with a sudden green. 

The child Amphissus, to her bosom prest, 

Perceiv’d a colder and a harder breast, 50 

And found the springs, that ne’er till then deny’d 
Their milky moisture, on a sudden dry’d. 

I saw, unhappy ! what I now relate. 

And stood the helpless witness of thy fate, 

Embrac’d thy boughs, thy rising bark delay’d, 55 
There wish’d to grow, and mingle shade with shade. 

Behold Andraemoo and th’ unhappy sire 
Appear, and for their Dryope enquire ; 

A springing tree for Dryope they find, 

And print warm kisses on the. panting rind. 60 

Prostrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, 

And close embrace as to the roots they grew. 

The face was all that now remain’d of thee, 

No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree ; 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 65 
From ev’ry leaf distills a trickling tear. 

And strait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus through the trembling boughs in sighs complains : 

If to the wretched any faith be giv’n, 

I swear by all th’ unpitying pow’rs of heav’n, 70 
No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred j 
In mutual innocence our lives we led : 

If this be false, let these new greens decay, 

Let sounding axes lop my limb's away, 

And crackling flames on all my honours prey. 75 

T 3 But 
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But from my branching arms this infant bear. 

Let some kind nurse supply a mother’s care : 

And to his mother let him oft be led, 

Sport in her shades, and in her shades be fed ; 

Teach him, when first his infant voice shall frame 
Imperfect words, and lisp his mother’s name, 8 1 

To hail this tree, and say with weeping eyes, 

Within this plant my hapless parent lies ; 

And when in youth he seeks the shady woods, 

Oh ! let him fly the crystal lakes and floods, 85 

* Nor touch the fatal flow’rs ; but, warn’d by me, 
Believe a Goddess shrin’d in ev’ry tree. 

My sire, my sister, and my spouse, farewell ! 

If in your breasts or love or pity dwell, 

Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel 90 
The browzing cattle or the piercing steel. 

Farewell ! and since I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance at least to mine. 

My son, thy mother’s parting kiss receive, 

While yet thy mother has a kiss to give. 95 

I can no more ; the creeping rind invades 
My closing lips, and hides my head in shades ; 
Remove your hands, the bark shall soon suffice 
Without their aid to seal these dying eyes. 

She ceas’d at once to speak, and ceas’d to be ; 100 
And all the nymph was lost within the tree ; 

Yet latent life through her new branches reign’d, 
And long the plant a human heat retain’d. 
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VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. 

'J'HE fair Pomona flourish’d in his reign ; 

Of all the virgins of the sylvan train. 

None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 

Or more improv’d the vegetable care. 

To her the shady grove, the flow’ry field, 5 

The streams and fountains no delights could yield ; 
’Twas all her joy the rip’ning fruits to tend. 

And see the boughs with happy burthens bend. 

The hook she bore instead of Cynthia’s spear, 

To lop the growth of the luxuriant year. 10 

To decent form the lawless shoots to bring. 

And teach th’ obedient branches where to spring. 
Now the cleft rind inserted grafts receives, 

And yields an offspring more than nature gives j 
Now sliding streams the thirsty plants renew, 1 5 
And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 

These cares alone her virgin breast employ, 

Averse from Venus and the nuptial joy. 

Her private orchards, wall’d on ev’ry side, 

To lawless sylvans all access deny’d. 20 

How oft the satyrs and the wanton fawns, 

Who haunt the forests, or frequent the lawns, 

The God whose ensign scares the birds of prey, 

And old Silenus, youthful in decay, 

Employ’d 
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Employ’d their wiles, and unavailing care, 25 

To pass the fences, and surprize the fair ! 

Like these, Vertumnus own’d his faithful flame, 

Like these, rejected by the scornful dame. 

To gain her sight a thousand forms he wears j 
And first a reaper from the field appears. 30 

Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 
O’ercharge the shoulders of the seeming swain. 

Oft o’er his back a crooked scythe is laid, 

And wreaths of hay his sun-burnt temples shade : 

Oft in his harden’d hand a goad he bears, 35 

Like one who late unyok’d the sweating steers. 
Sometimes his pruning-hook corrects the vines. 

And the loose stragglers to their ranks confines. 

Now gath’ring what the bounteous year allows, 

He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 40 
A sdldier now, he with his sword appears ; 

A fisher next, his trembling angle bears ; 

Each shape he varies, and each art he tries, 

On her bright charms to feast his longing eyes. 

A female form at last Vertumnus wears, 45 

With all the marks of rev’rend age appears, 

His temples thinly spread with silver hairs ; 

Prop’d on his staff, and stooping as he goes, 

A painted mitre shades his furrow’d brows. 

The God in this decrepit form array’d, 50 

The gardens enter’d, and the fruit survey’d ; 

And “ Happy you ! (he thus address’d the maid) 

'• '' 1 '■ ‘ “Whose 
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“ Whose charms as far all other nymphs outshine, 

55 



60 



6 S 



69 

What nymph could e'er attract such crouds as you ? 
Not she whose beauty urg’d the centaur’s arms, 
Ulysses’ Queen, nor Helen’s fatal charms. 

Ev’n now, when silent scorn is all thy gain, 

A thousand court you, though they court in vain, 

A thousand sylvans, demigods, and gods, 75 

That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods. 

But if you’ll prosper, mark what I advise, 

Whom age and long experience render wise, 

And one whose tender care is far above 

All that these lovers ever felt of love, 80 

(Fair 



** As other gardens are excell’d by thine !” ' 

Then kiss’d the fair : (his kisses warmer grow 
Than such as women on their sex bestow. ) 
Then, plac’d beside her on the ilow’ry ground, 
Beheld the trees with autumn’s bounty crown’d. 
An elm was near, to whose embraces led, 

The curling vine her swelling clusters spread : 
He view’d her twining branches with delight. 
And prais’d the beauty of the pleasing sight. 

Yet this tall elm, but for his vine (he said) 
Had stood neglected, and a barren shade ; 

And this fair vine, but that her arms surround 
Her marry’d elm, had crept along the ground. 
Ah ! beauteous maid, let this example move 
Your mind, averse from all the joys of love. 
Deign to be lov’d, and ev’ry heart subdue ! 
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(Far more than e’er can by yourself be guest) 
Fix on Vertumnus, and reject the rest. 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own j 
Scarce to himself, himself is better known. 

To distant lands Vertumnus never roves ; 

Like you, contented with his native groves ; 
Nor at first sight, like most, admires the fair ; 
For you he lives, and you alone shall share 
His last affection, as his early care. 

Besides, he’s lovely far above the rest, 

With youth immortal, and with beauty blest. 
Add, that he varies ev’ry shape with ease, 

And tries all forms that may Pomona please, 
But what should most excite a mutual flame. 
Your rural cares and pleasures are the same : 
To him your orchards early fruits are due, 

(A pleasing off’ ring when ’tis made by you) 
He values these ; but yet (alas) complains, 
That still the best and dearest gift remains. 
Not the fair fruit that on yon branches glows 
With that ripe red th’ autumnal sun bestows ; 
Nor tasteful herbs that in these gardens rise. 
Which the kind soil with milky sap supplies j 
You, only you, can move the God’s desire ; 

Oh crown so constant and so pure a fire ! 

Let soft compassion touch your gentle mind ; 
Think, ’tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind 1 
So may no frost, when early buds appear, 
Destroy the promise of the youthful year ; 
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Nor winds, when first your florid orchard blows, 
Shake the light blossoms from their blasted boughs ! 

This when the various God had urg’d in vain, 

He strait assum’d his native form again ; 

Such, and so bright an aspect now he bears, 1 14 
As when through clouds th’ emerging sun appears, 
And thence exerting his refulgent ray, 

Dispels the darkness, and reveals the day. 

Force he prepar’d, but check’d the rash design ; 

For when, appearing in a form divine, 119 

The nymph surveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face ! 

In her soft breast consenting passions move, 

And the warm maid confess’d a mutual love. 
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CHAUCER. 

OMEN ben full of ragerie. 

Yet swinken nat sans secresie. 

Thilke moral shall ye understond, 

From schoole-boy’s tale of fayre Irelond : 
Which to the fennes hath him betake. 

To filche the gray ducke fro the lake. 
Right then, there passen by the way 
His aunt, and eke her daughters tway. 
Ducke in his trowses hath he hent, 

Not to be spied of ladies gent. 

“ But ho ! our nephew, (crieth one) 

“ Ho ! (quoth another,) cozen John 
And stoppen, and lough, and callen out, — 
This sely clerk full low doth lout : 

They asken that, and talken this, 

“ Lo here is coz, and here is miss.” 

But, as he glozeth with speeches soote, 
The ducke sore tickleth his Erse roote : 

u 3 
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Fore-piece and buttons all-to-bfest. 

Forth thrust a white neck, and red crest. 20 

Te-he, cry’d ladies ; clerke not spake : 

Miss star’d ; and gray ducke cried quaake. 

“ O moder, moder, (quoth the daughter) 

“ Be thilke same thing maids longer a’ter ? 

«* Bette is to pyne on coals and chalke, 25 

“ Then trust on mon, whose yerde can talke.” 
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SPENSER. 

THE ALLEY. 

I. 

JN ev’ry town, where Thamis rolls his tyde, 

A narrow pass there is, with houses low ; 

Where ever and anon, the stream is ey’d, 

And many a boat soft sliding to and fro. 

There oft are heard the notes of infant woe,, 5 

The short thick sob, loud scream, and shriller squall : 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children so ? 

Some play, some eat, some cack against the wall, 
And as they crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 



II. 

And on the broken pavement, here and there, 10 
Doth many a stinking sprat and herring lie j 
A brandy and tobacco shop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by ; 

And here a sailor’s jacket hangs to dry. 

At ev’ry door are sun -burnt matrons seen, 15 

Mending old nets to catch the scaly fry ; 

Now singing shrill, and scolding eft between ; 

Scolds answer foul-mouth’d scolds ; bad neighbour- 
hood I ween. 

The 



Digitized by Google 




IMITATIONS 



The snappish cur (the passengers annoy) 

Close at my heel with yelping treble flies ; 20 

The whimp’ring girl, and hoarser-screaming boy. 

Join to the yelping treble, shrilling cries ; 

The scolding quean to louder notes doth rise. 

And her full pipes those shrilling cries confound ; 

To her full pipes the grunting hog replies ; 25 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round. 

And curs, girls, boys, and scolds, in the deep base 
are drown’d. 

IV. 

Hard by a sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early day 3 

Baskets of fish at Billingsgate did watch, 30 

Cod, whiting, oyster, mackrel, sprat, or plaice : 

There learn’d she speech from tongues that never cease. 
Slander beside her, like a magpie, chatters, 

With Envy (spitting cat), dread foe to peace ; 

Like a curs’d cur, Malice before her clatters, 35 

And vexing ev’ry wight, tears clothes and all to tatters. 

• / 

V. 

Her dugs were mark’d by ev’ry collier’s hand. 

Her mouth was black as bull-dogs at the stall : 

She scratched, bit, and spar’d ne lace ne band, 

And bitch and rogue her answer was to all ; 40 

Nay, 
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Nay, e’en the parts of shame by name would call : 
Yea, when she passes by or lane or nook, 

Would greet the man who turn’d him to the wall, 
And by his hand obscene the porter took, 

Nor ever did askance like modest virgin look. 45 

VI. 

Such place hath Deptford, navy -building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, smelling strong of pitch ; 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown, 

And Twick’nam such, which fairer scenes enrich, 
Grots, statues, urns, and Jo — n’s dog and bitch, 

Ne village is without, on either side, 5 1 

All up the silver Thames, or all adown ; 

Ne Richmond’s self, from whose tall front are ey’d 
Vales, spires, meand’ring streams, and Windsor’s 
tow’ry pride. 
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WALLER. 

ON A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE. 

JTAIR charmer, cease, nor make your voice’s prize 
A heart resign’d the conquest of your eyes : 

Well might, alas ! that threat’ned vessel fail, 

Which winds and lightning both at once assail. 

We were too blest with these inchanting lays, 5 
Which must be heav’nly when an angel plays : 

But killing charms your lover’s death contrive. 

Lest heav’nly music should be heard alive. 

Orpheus could charm the trees ; but thus a tree. 
Taught by your hand, can charm no less than he : 

A poet made the silent wood pursue, 1 1 

This vocal wood had drawn the poet too. 
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On a Fan of the Author's design , in which was painted 
the story of Cephalus and ProcriSj with the 
Motto , Aura Veni. 

0 OME, gentle air ! th’ Aeolian shepherd said. 
While Procris panted in the secret shade ; 

Come, gentle air ! the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her swain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o’er all her beauties stray, 5 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bosom play ! 

In Delia’s hand this toy is fatal found, 

Nor could that fabled dart more surely wound ; 

Both gifts destructive to the givers prove ; 

Alike both lovers fall by those they love. IO 

Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer lives. 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound she gives : 
She views the story with attentive eyes. 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 
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COWLEY. 

THE GARDEN. 

JTAIN would my muse the flow’ry treasures sing, 
And humble glories of the youthful spring ; 
Where op’ning roses breathing sweets diffuse. 

And soft carnations show’r their balmy dews ; 

Where lilies smile in virgin robes of white, 5 

The thin undress of superficial light, 

And vary’d tulips show so dazzling gay, 

Blushing in bright diversities of day. 

Each painted flowret in the lake below 
Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; 10 
And pale Narcissus on the bank, in vain 
Transformed, gazes on himself again. 

Here aged trees cathedral walks compose, 

And mount the hill in venerable rows : 

There the green infants in their beds are laid, 15 
The garden’s hope, and its expected shade. 

Here orange-trees with blooms and pendants shine, 
And vernal honours to their autumn join. 

Exceed their promise in the ripen’d store, 

Yet in the rising blossom promise more. 20 

There in bright drops the crystal fountains play, 

By laurels shielded from the piercing day : 

Where 
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Where Daphne, now a tree as once a maid, 

Still from Apollo vindicates her shade, 

Still turns her beauties from th* invading beam, 25 
Nor seeks in vain for succour to the stream. 

The stream at once preserves her virgin leaves, 

At once a shelter from her boughs receives, 

Where summer’s beauty midst of winter stays, 

And winter’s coolness spite of summer’s rays. 3 ° 



vol. ir. 
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WEEPING. 

\yHILE Celia's tears make sorrow bright, 

Proud grief sits swelling in her eyes ; 

The sun, next those the fairest light, 

Thus from the ocean first did rise : 

And thus through mists we see the sun, 5 

Which else we durst not gaze upon. 

These silver drops, like morning dew, 

Foretell the fervour of the day : 

So from one cloud soft show’rs we view, 

And blasting lightnings burst away. 10 

The stars that fall from Celia's eye. 

Declare our doom in drawing nigh. 

The baby in that sunny sphere 
So like a Phaeton appears, 

That Heav’n, the threaten’d world to spare, 15 
Thought fit to drown him in her tears : 

Else might th’ ambitious nymph aspire, 

To set, like him, heav'n too on fire. 
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E. OF ROCHESTER. 

ON SILENCE. 

I. 

^ILENCE ! coeval with eternity ; 

Thou wert, ere Nature’s self began to be, 

Twas one vast nothing, all, and all slept fast in thee. 

II. 

Thine was the sway, ere heav’n was form’d, or 
earth. 

Ere fruitful thought conceiv’d creation’s birth. 

Or midwife word gave aid, and spoke the infant forth. 

III. 

Then various elements, against thee join’d, 

In one more various animal combin’d, 

And fram’d the clam’rous race of busy human-kind. 



IV. 

The tongue mov’d gently first, and speech was low. 
Till wrangling science taught it noise and show. 
And wicked wit arose, thy most abusive foe. 

x 2 ■ - But 
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V. 

But rebel wit deserts thee oft’ in vain ; 

Lost in the maze of words he turns again. 

And seeks a surer state, and courts thy gentle reign. 

VI. 

Afflicted sense thou kindly dost set free, 

Oppress’d with argumental tyranny. 

And routed reason finds a safe retreat in thee. 

VII. 

With thee in private modest dullness lies, 

And in thy bosom lurks in thought’s disguise ; 
Thou varnisher of fools, and cheat of all the wise ! 

VIII. 

Yet thy indulgence is by both confest ; 

Folly by thee lies sleeping in the breast, 

And ’tis in thee at last that wisdom seeks for rest. 

IX. 

Silence the knave’s repute, the whore’s good name. 
The only honour of the wishing dame ; 

The very want of tongue makes thee a kind of fame. 



X. 

But could’t thou seize some* . tongues that now are 
free. 

How church and state should be oblig’d to thee ? 
At senate, and at bar, how welcome would’ st thou 'be? 

Yet 
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XI. 

Yet speech ev’n there, submissively withdraws, 
From rights of subjects, and the poor man’s cause : 
Then pompous silence reigns, and stills the noisy laws. 

XII. 

Past services of friends, good deeds of foes, 

What fav’rites gain, and what the nation owes. 

Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repose. 

XIII. 

The country wit, religion of the town, 

The courtier’s learning, policy o’ th’ gown, 

Are best by thee express’d; and shine in thee alone. 

XIV. 

The parson’s cant, the lawyer’s sophistry, 

Lord’s quibble, critic’s jest ; all end in thee. 

All rest in peace at last, and sleep eternally. 



x 3 
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E. OF DORSET. 

ARTEMISIA. 

r pHO’ Artemisia talks, by fits. 

Of councils, classics, fathers, wits ; 

Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke : 

Yet in some things methinks she fails, 

’Twere well if she would pare her nails, 5 

And wear a cleaner smock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 

Such nastiness, and so much pride, 

Are oddly join’d by fate : 

On her large squab you find her spread, 10 

Like a fat corpse upon a bed. 

That lies and stinks in state. 

She wears no colours (sign of grace) 

On any part except her face ; 

AH white and black beside : 15 

Dauntless her look, her gesture proud. 

Her voice theatrically loud, 

And masculine her stride. 

So 
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So have I seerts, in black and white 
A prating thing, a magpye hight, 
Majestically stalk ; 

A stately, worthless animal, 

That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 
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DR. SWIFT# 

THE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSON. 

pARSON, these things in thy possessing 
Are better than the bishop’s blessing. 

A wife that makes conserves ; a steed 
That carries double when there’s need ; 

October store, and best Virginia, 5 

Tythe-pig, and mortuary guinea ; 

Gazettes sent gratis down, and frank’d, 

For which thy patron’s weekly thank’d ; 

A large concordance, bound long since ; 

Sermons to Charles the First, when Prince j 10 

A chronicle of ancient standing ; 

A chrysostom to smooth thy band in : 

The Polyglott — three parts, — my text: 

Howbeit,— 'likewise — now to my next: 

Lo here the Septuagint, — and Paul, 15 

To sum the whole, — the close of all. 

He that has these, may pass his life, 

Drink with the ’squire, and kiss his wife ; 

On Sundays preach, and eat his fill ; 

And fast on Fridays— if he will ; 20 

Toast 
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Toast Church and Queen, explain the news, 

Talk with church -wardens about pews, 

Pray heartily for some new gift, 

And shake his head at Doctor S — t. 
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EPISTLE 

t 

TO 

ROBERT EARL^OF OXFORD, AND EARL 
OF MORTIMER. 

£UCH were the notes thy once-lov’d poet sung. 

Till death untimely slop’d his tuneful tongue. 

Oh just beheld, and lost ! admir’d and mourn’d ! 
With softest manners, gentlest arts adorn’d ! 

Blest in each science, blest in ev’ry strain ! 5 

Dear to the muse ! — to Harley dear — in vain ! 

For him, thou oft hast bid the world attend, 

Fond to forget the statesman in the friend ; > 

For Swift and him, despis’d the farce of state, 

The sober follies of the wise and great ; 10 

Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 

And pleas’d to ’scape from flattery to wit. 

Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear, 

(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear) 

Recall 

Epistle to Robert Earl of Oxford .] This Epistle was sent to the 
Earl of Oxford with Dr. Parnelle’s Poems published by our author, 
after the said Earl’s imprisonment in the Tower, and retreat into 
the country, in the year 1711. 

VOL. II. Y 
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Recall those nights that clos’d thy toilsome days, 15 
Still hear thy Parnelle in his living lays. 

Who, careless now of int’rest, fame, or fate. 

Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was great j 
Or deeming meanest what we greatest call, 

Beholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 20 

And sure, if aught below the seats divine 
Can touch immortals, ’tis a soul like thine : 

A soul supreme, in each hard instance, try’ d. 

Above all pain, all passion, and all pride. 

The rage of pow’r, the blast of public breath, 25 

The lust of lucre, and the dread of death. 

In vain to deserts thy retreat is made ; 

The muse attends thee to thy silent shade : 

’Tis her’s, the brave man’s latest steps to trace. 
Rejudge his acts, and dignify disgrace. 30 

When int’rest calls off all her sneaking train. 

And all th’ oblig’d desert, and all the vain ; 

She waits, or to the scaffold, or the cell. 

When the last ling’ring friend has bid farewell. 

Ev’n now, she shades thy ev’ning-walk with bays, 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to praise ^ 36 

Ev’n now, observant of the parting' ray. 

Eyes the calm sun-set of thy various day. 

Through fortune’s cloud one truly great can see, 

Nor fears to tell, that Mortimer is he. x 40 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 

SECRETARY OF STATE. 



^ SOUL as full of worth, as void of pride, 

Which nothing seeks to shew, or needs to hide. 
Which nor to guilt nor fear, its caution owes, 

And boasts a warmth that from no passion flows. 

A face untaught to feign ; a judging eye, 5 

That darts severe upon a rising lie, 

And strikes a blush through frontless flattery. 

All this thou wert ; and being this before, 

Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee more. 
Then scom-to gain a friend by servile ways, ic 
Nor wish to lose a foe these virtues raise ; 

But 



Secretary of State. - ] Mr. Craggs was made Secretary at War, in 
1717, when the Earl of Sunderland and Mr. Addison were ap- 
pointed Secretaries of State. This Epistle appears to have been 
written soon after his being made one of the Secretaries of State. 
He was deeply implicated in the famous South-Sea scheme. He 
died soon after the detection of it, and would most probably have 
been called to a severe account, had he lived. He died of the 
small-pox, on the ninth day, 16th February 1721. 

Y 2 
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But candid, free, sincere, as you began. 

Proceed — a minister, but still a man. 

Be not (exalted to whate’er degree) 

Asham’d of any friend, not ev’n of me : 15 

The patriot’s plain, but untrod, path pursue ; 

If not, *tis I must be asham’d of you. 



* 



DIALOGUE. 

POPE. 

“ Since my old friend is grown so great, 

“ As to be minister of state, 
u I’m told, but ’tis not true I hope, 

“ That Craggs will be asham’d of Pope.” 

CRAGGS. 

“ Alas ! if I am such a creature, 

«« T° grow the worse for growing greater ; 
“ Why, faith, in spite of all my brags, 

“ *Tis Pope must be asham’d of Craggs.” 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

MR. JERVAS, 

WITH MR. DRYDEN’s TRANSLATION OF FRESNOY’s 
ART OF PAINTING. 

r pHIS verse be thine, my friend, nor thou refuse 
This, from no venal or ungrateful muse. 

Whether thy hand strike out some free design. 

Where life awakes, and dawns at ev’ry line ; 

Or blend in beauteous tints the colour’d mass, 5 
And from the canvass call the mimic face : 

Read these instructive leaves, in which conspire 
Fresnoy’s close art, and Dryden’s native fire : 

And reading wish, like theirs, our fate and fame, 

So mix’d our studies, and so join’d our name ; 10 

Like them to shine through long succeeding age, 

So just thy skill, so regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of sister-arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling flame with flame ; 

Like 

Epistle to Mr. Jervas^\ This Epistle and the two following 
were written some years before the rest, and originally printed in 
1717. 
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Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15 
And each from each contract new strength and light. 
How oft* in pleasing tasks we wear the day, 

While summer-suns roll unperceiv’d away ? 

How oft our slowly-growing works impart, 

While images reflect from art to art ? 20 

How oft review j each finding like a friend 
Something to blame, and something to commend ? 

What flatt’ring scenes our wand’ring fancy wrought, 
Rome’s pompous glories rising to our thought ! 
Together o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 25 

Fir’d with ideas of fair Italy. 

With thee, on Raphael’s monument I mourn. 

Or wait inspiring dreams 'at Maro’s urn : 

With thee repose, where Tully once was laid, 

Or seek some ruin’s formidable shade : 30 

While fancy brings the vanish’d piles to view, 

And builds imaginary Rome a-new. 

Here thy well-study’d marbles fix our eye ; 

A fading Fresco here demands a sigh ; 

Each heav’nly piece unwearied we compare, 35 
Match Raphael’s grace with thy lov’d Guido’s air, 
Carracci’s strength, Correggio’s softer line, 

Paulo’s free stroke, and Titian’s warmth divine. 

How finish’d with illustrious toil appears ! 

This small, well-polish’d gem, the work of years ! 

Yet 

Ver. 40. the ivork of years /] Fresnoy employed above twenty 
years in finishing his poem. 
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Yet still how faint by precept is exprest 
The living image in the painter’s breast ? 

Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow, 

Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glow ; 

Thence beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 45 
An angel’s sweetness, or Bridgewater’s eyes. 

Muse ! at that name thy sacred sorrows shed, 
Those tears eternal, that embalm the dead : 

Call round her tomb each object of desire. 

Each purer frame inform’d with purer fire : 50 

Bid her be all that cheers or softens life. 

The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife : 

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 

Then view this marble, and be vain no more ! 

Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage ; 55 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 

Beauty, frail flow’r, that ev’ry season fears. 

Blooms in thy colours for a thousand years. 

Thus Churchill’s race shall other hearts surprize, 

And other beauties envy Worsley’s eyes ; 60 

Each 

Ver. 59. Thus Churchill's race ] Churchill’s race were the four 
beautiful daughters of John the great Duke of Marlborough: Hen- 
rietta, Countess of Godolphin, afterwards Dutchess of Marlbo- 
rough ; Anne, Countess of Sunderland ; Elizabeth, Countess of 
Bridgewater; and Mary, Dutchess of Montagu. 

Ver. 60. Worthy's eyes ;] This was Frances Lady Worsley, 
wife of Sir Robert Worsley, Bart, of Appuldercombe, in the Isle 
of Wight ; mother of Lady Carteret, wife of John Lord Carteret, 
afterwards Earl Granville. 
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Each pleasing Blount shall endless smiles bestow. 

And soft Belinda’s blush for ever glow. 

Oh lasting as those colours may they shine, 

Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line ; 

New graces yearly like thy works display, 65 

Soft withoul weakness, without glaring gay ; 

Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains ; 
And finish’d more through happiness than pains. 

The kindred arts shall in their praise conspire, 

One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 

Yet should the Graces all thy figures place, 

And breathe an air divine on ev’ry face ; 

Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul ; 

With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 75 

And these be sung till Granville’s Myra die : 

Alas ! how little from the grave we claim ! 

Thou but preserv’st a face, and I a name. 

Ver. 61. Each pleasing Blounf\ These were the two sisters, 
Teresa and Martha Blount. 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

MRS. BLOUNT, 

WITH THE WORKS OF VOITURE. 

IN these gay thoughts the Loves and Graces shine. 
And all the writer lives in ev’ry line ; 

His easy art may happy nature seem, 

Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 5 

Who without flatt’ry pleas’d the fair and great ; 

Still with esteem no less convers’d than read ; 

With wit well-natur’d, and with books well-bred : 
His heart, his mistress and his friend did share, 

His time, the muse, the witty, and the fair. 10 

Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 

Chearful he play’d the trifle, life, away ; 

Till fate scarce felt his gentle breath supprest, 

As smiling infants sport themselves to rest, 

Ev’n rival wits did Voiture’s death deplore, 15 

And the gay mourn’d who never mourn’d before ; 
The truest hearts for Voiture heav’d with sighs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brightest eyes ; 

The 
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The Smiles and Loves had dy’d in Voiture’s death. 
But that for ever in his lines they breathe. ' 20 

Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy ; 

In ev’ry scene some moral let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both please and preach. 

Let mine an innocent gay farce appear, 25 

And more diverting still than regular, 

Have humour, wit, a native ease and grace, 

Tho’ not too strictly bound to time and place : 

Critics in wit, or life, are hard to please, 

Few write to those, and none can live to these. 30 
Too much your sex is by their forms confin’d. 
Severe to all, but most to womankind ; 

Custom, grown blind with age, must be your guide ; 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not your pride ; 

By nature yielding, stubborn but for fame ; 35 

Made slaves by honour, and made fools by shame. 
Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase. 

But sets up one, a greater in their place : 

Well might you wish for change by those accurst, 
But the last tyrant ever proves the worst. 40 

Still in constraint your suff’ring sex remains, 

Or bound in formal, or in real chains : 

Whole years neglected, for some months ador’d, 

The fawning servant turns a haughty lord. 

Ah quit not the free innocence of life, 45 

For the dull glory of a virtuous wife ; 

Nor 
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Nor let false shews, nor empty titles please : 

Aim not at joy, but rest content with ease. 

The gods, to curse Pamela with her pray’rs, 

Gave the gilt coach, and dappled Flanders mares, 
The shining robes, rich jewels, beds of state, 5 1 
And, to complete her bliss, a fool for mate. 

She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, unquiet, glitt’ring, wretched thing ! 

Pride, pomp, and state but reach her outward part ; 
She sighs, and is no duchess at her heart. 56 

But, Madam, if the fate6 withstand, and you 
Are destin’d Hymen’s willing victim too ; 

Trust not too much your now resistless charms, 
Those, age or sickness, soon or late, disarms : 60 

Good-humour only teaches charms to last, 

Still makes new conquests, and maintains the past ; 
Love, rais’d on beauty, will like that decay. 

Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day ; 

As flow’ry bands in wantonness are worn, 6 g 

A morning’s pleasure, and at evening torn ; 

This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong, 

The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus Voiture’s early care still shone the same. 
And Monthausier was only chang’d in name : 70 

By this, ev’n now they live, ev’n now they charm, 
Their wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm. 

Now 

Ver. 69. Thus Vulture' t early tare] Mademoiselle Paulet. 
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Now crown’d with myrtle, on th’ Elysian coast. 
Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost : 

Pleas’d, while with smiles his happy lines you view, 
And finds a fairer Ramboiiillet in you. 76 

The brightest eyes of France inspir’d his muse ; 

The brightest eyes of Britain now peruse j 
And dead, as living, ’tis our author’s pride 
.Still to charm those who charm the world beside. 
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EPISTLE 

TO THE SAME, 

ON HER LEAVING THE TOWN AFTER THE CORONATION. 

some fond virgin, whom her mother’s care 
Drags from the town to wholesome country air, 
Just when she learns to roll a melting eye. 

And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh ; 

From the dear man unwilling she must sever, 5 

Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever : 

Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew. 

Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew ; 

Not that their pleasures caus’d her discontent. 

She sigh’d not that they stay’d, but that she went. 10 
She went, to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-fashion’d halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks : 
She went from op’ra, park, assembly, play, 

To morning-walks, and pray’rs three hours a day ; 
To part her time ’twixt reading and bohea, 15 

To muse, and spill her solitary tea. 

Or 

Coronation.] Of King George the First, 1715. 

VOL. II. Z 
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Or o’er cold coffee trifle with the spoon, 

Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon : 

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell stories to the squire ; 29 

Up to her godly garret after sev’n, 

There starve and pray, for that’s the way to heav'n. 

Some squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ; 
Whose game is whisk, whose treat a toast in sack ; 

Who visits with a gun, presents you birds, 25 

« 

Then gives a smacking buss, and cries, — No words! 
Or with his hound comes hallooing from the stable $ 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ; 
Whose laughs are hearty, tho’ his jests are coarse, 
And loves you best of all things — but his horse. 30 
In some fair ev’ning, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural shade ; 

In pensive thought recall the fancy’d scene, 

See coronations rise on ev*ry green j 
Before you pass th* imaginary sights 35 

Of lords, and earls, and dukes, and garter’d knights, 
While the spread fan o’ershades your closing eyes j 
Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies. 

Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls, 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls ! 40 

So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 

(Not plagu’d with head-achs, or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 

And while he seems to study, thinks of you } 

9 Just 
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Just when his fancy points your sprightly eyes, 45 
Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia rise, 

Gay pats my shoulder, and you vanish quite, 

Streets, chairs, and coxcombs rush upon my sight ; 
Vex’d to be still in town, I knit my brow, 

Look sour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 50 
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THE BASSET-TABLE: 

AN ECLOGUE. 

CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 

CARDELIA. 

'Y'HE Basset-Table spread, the Tallier come ; 

Why stays Smilinda in the dressing-room ? 

Rise, pensive nymph, the T allier waits for you : 

f 

SMILINDA. 

Ah, Madam, since my Sharper is untrue, 

I joyless make my once ador’d Alpeu. 5 

I saw him stand behind Ombrelia’s chair, 

And whisper with that soft, deluding air, 

And those feign’d sighs which cheat the list’ning fair. 
CARDELIA. 

Is this the cause of your romantic strains ? 

A mightier grief my heavy heart sustains. .1® 

As you by love, so I by fortune cross’t ; 

One, one bad deal, three Septlevas have lost. 

SMILINDA. 

Is that the grief which you compare with mine ? 
With ease the smiles of fortune I resign : 

Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone ; 15 

Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 

CAR- 
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CARDELIA. 

A lover lost, is but a common care : 

And prudent nymphs against that change prepare : 
The Knave of Clubs thrice lost ! Oh ! who could- 
guess 

This fatal stroke, this unforeseen distress ? 20 

SMILINDA. 

See Betty Lovet ! very apropos , 

She all the cares of love and play does know : 

Dear Betty shall th’ important point decide ; 

Betty, who oft the pain of each has try’d ; 

Impartial, she shall say who suffers most, 25 

By cards’ ill usage , or by lovers lost. 

LOVET. 

Tell, tell your griefs ; attentive will I stay, 

Tho’ time is precious, and I want some tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold this equipage , by Mathers wrought, 

With fifty guineas (a great pen’ worth) bought. 30 
See, on the tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid strive ; 

And both the struggling figures seem alive. 

Upon the bottom shines the Queen’s bright face ; 

A myrtle foliage round the thimble-case. 

Jove, Jove himself, does on the scissars shine j 35 
The metal, and the workmanship, divine ! 

SMILINDA. 

This snuff-box , once the pledge of Sharper’s love. 
When rival beauties for the present strove : 

z 3 At 
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At Corticelli* s he the ruffle won j 

Then first his passion was in public shown : 40 

Hazardia blush’d, and turn’d her head aside, 

A rival’s envy (all in vain) to hide. 

This snuff-box — on the hinge see brilliants shine : 

This snuff-box will I stake ; the prize is mine. 

CARDJ 5 LIA. 

Alas ! far lesser losses than I bear, 45 

Have made a soldier sigh, a lover swear. 

And Oh ! what makes the disappointment hard, 
’Twas my own lord that drew the fatal card. 

In complaisance, I took the queen he gave, 

Tho’ my own secret wish was for the knave. 50 
The knave won Sonica, which I had chose j 
And the next pull, my Septleva I lose. 

SMILINDA. 

But ah ! what aggravates the killing smart. 

The cruel thought, that stabs me to the heart ; 

This curs’d Ombrelia, this undoing fair, 55 

By whose vile arts this heavy grief I bear ; 

She, at whose name I shed these spiteful tears, 

She owes to me the very charms she wears. 

An awkward thing, when first she came to town ; 

Her shape unfashion’d, and her face unknown : 60 

She was my friend ; I taught her first to spread 
Upon her sallow cheeks enliv’ning red : 

I introduc’d her to the park and plays ; 

And by my int’rest, Cozens made her stays. 

Ungrateful 
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Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 65 
She dares to steal my fav’rite lover’s heart. 

CARDELIA. 

Wretch that I was, how often have I swore. 

When Winnall tally’ d, I would pUnt no more? 

I knew the bite, yet to my ruin run ; 

And see the folly, which I cannot shun. 7c 

SMILINDA. 

How many maids have Sharper’s vows deceiv’d ! 
How many curs’d the moment they believ’d ! 

Yet his known falsehoods could no warning prove ; 
Ah, what is warning to a maid in love ! 

CARDELIA. 

But of what marble must that breast be form’d, 

To gaze on Basset, and remain unwarm’d ? 76 

When lings , queens , knaves are set in decent rank ; 
Expos’d in glorious heaps the tempting bank, 
Guineas, half-guineas, all the shining train ; 

The winner’s pleasure, and the loser’s pain : 80 

In bright confusion open rouleaus lie. 

They strike the soul, and glitter in the eye. 

Fir’d by the sight, all reason I disdain ; 

My passions rise, and will not bear the rein. 

Look upon Basset , you who reason boast ; 85 

And see if reason must not there be lost. 

SM1LINDA. 

What more than marble must that heart compose, 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper’s vows ? 

j 2 Then 
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’then, when he trembles ! when his blushes rise ! 

When awful love seems melting in his eyes ! 90 

With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves : 

He loves , — I whisper to myself, He loves ! 

Such unfeign’d, passion in his looks appears, 

I lose all mem’ry of my former fears ; 

My panting heart confesses all his charms, 95 

I yield at once, and sink into his arms : 

Think of that moment, you who prudence boast ; 

For such a moment, prudence well were lost. 
CARDELIA. 

At the Groom-Porter' s batter’d bullies play, 

Some Dukes at Mary -Bone bowl time away. 100 
But who the bowl, or ratt’ling dice compares 
To Basset's heav’nly joys, and pleasing cares ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft SlMPLiCETTA doats upon a beau ; 

Prudina likes a man, and laughs at show. 

Their several graces in my Sharper meet ; 105 

Strong as the footman, as the master sweet. 

LOVET. 

Cease your contention, which has been too long ; 

> I grow impatient, and the tea’s too strong. 

Attend, and yield to what I now decide : 

The equipage shall grace Smilinda’s side ; no 

The snuff-box to Cardelia I decree, 

Now leave complaining, and begin your tea. 
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VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 

UN JOUR DIT UN AUTEUR, &C. 

ONCE (says an author, where I need not say) 
Two trav’lers found an oyster in their way ; 
Both fierce, both hungry ; the dispute grew strong. 
While, scale in hand, Dame Justice pass’d along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 
Explain’d the matter, and would win the cause. 
Dame Justice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, swallows it before their sight. 

The cause of strife remov’d so rarely well, 

There take (says Justice), take ye each a shell. 

We thrive at Westminster on fools like you : 

’T was a fat oyster — Live in peace — Adieu. 



J 
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ANSWER TO THE FOLLOWING QUESTION OF 
MRS. HOW. 

\\THAT is Prudery ? 

’Tis a beldam, 

Seen with wit and beauty seldom. 

’Tis a fear that starts at shadows ; 

’Tis (no, ’tis’n’t) like Miss Meadows. 5 

’Tis a virgin hard of feature, 

Old, and void of all good nature ; 

Lean and fretful, would seem wise ; 

Yet plays the fool before she dies. 

’Tis an ugly envious shrew, 10 

That rails at dear Lepell and You. 

Ver. 11. That raUs at dear Lepell] Miss Lepell was one of 
the maids of honour to Queen Caroline, and she afterwards was 
married to Lord Harvey. She and Miss Mary Bellenden, men- 
tioned in Gay’s ballad, and in Pope’s letters, were the ornaments 
of the court for beauty, engaging manners, and amiable character. 
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OCCASIONED BY SOME VERSES OF HIS GRACE 
THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

• T 

M use > ’tis enough : at length thy labour ends, 
And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let crouds of critics now my verse assail, 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail : 

This more than pays whole years of thankless pain, 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phoebus bends, 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 
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A PROLOGUE 

BY MR. POPE. 

To a Play for Mr. Dennis’s Benefit in 1733, when 
he was old , blinds and in great Distress , a little before 
his Death. 

_^S when that hero, who in each campaign, 

Had brav’d the Goth , and many a Vandal slain. 
Lay fortune-struck, a spectacle of woe ! 

Wept by each friend, forgiv’n by ev’ry foe ; 

Was there a gen’rous, a reflecting mind, 5 

But pitied Bklisarius old and blind ? 

Was there a chief but melted at 'the sight ? 

A common soldier, but who clubb’d his mite l 
Such, such emotions should in Britons rise, 9 

When press’d by want and weakness Dennis lies ; 
Dennis , who long had warr’d with modem Huns t 
Their quibbles routed, and defy’d their puns ; 

A desp’rate Bulwark , sturdy, firm, and fierce 
Against the Gothic sons of frozen verse : 

How chang’d from him who made the boxes groan, 
And shook the stage with thunders all his own ! 16 

Stood up to dash each vain Pretender’s hope, 

Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the Pope ! / 

If 
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If there’s a Briton then, true bred and born, 

Who holds dragoons and wooden shoes in scorn ; 

If there’s a critic of distinguish’d rage ; 2 1 

If there’s a senior, who contemns this age j 
Let him to-night his just assistance lend, 

And be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's friend. 



•VOL. H. 
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MACER: 

A CHARACTER. 

■yyHEN simple Macer , now of high renown. 

First sought a poet’s fortune in the town, 

’Twas all th* ambition his high soul could feel, 

To wear red stockings, and to dine with Steel. 

Some ends of verse his betters might afford, 5 

And gave the harmless fellow a good word. 

Set up with these, he ventur’d on the town, 

And with a borrow’d play out-did poor Crown. 
There he stopp’d short, nor since has writ a tittle, 
But has the wit to make the most of little : 1 o 

Like stunted hide-bound trees, that just have got 
Sufficient sap at once to bear and rot. 

Now he begs verse, and what he gets commends, 

Not of the wits his foes, but fools his friends. 

So some coarse country wench, almost decay'd* 
Trudges to town, and first turns chambermaid ; 16 

Auk ward 

Ver. X. When simple Macer,"\ Said to be the character of James 
Moore Smith, author of the Rival Modes, a comedy, in 1716. 
He pilfered verses from Pope. He joined in a political paper 
with the Duke of Wharton, called The Inquisitor, written with 
such violence against government, that he was soon obliged to 
drop it. •• • ... 



Digitized by Google 




MISCELLANIES. 



259 



Aukward and supple, each devoir to pay ; 

She flatters her good lady twice a day ; 

Thought wond’rous honest, tho’ of mean degree, 
And strangely lik’d for her simplicity : 20 

In a translated suit, then tries the town. 

With borrow’d, pins, and patches not her own : 

But just endur’d the winter she began. 

And in four months a batter’d harridan. 24 

Now nothing left, but wither’d, pale, and shrunk, 

To bawd for others, and go shares with punk. 
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TO MR. JOHN MOORE, 

AUTHOR OF THE CELEBRATED WORM-POWDER. 

J-JOW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv’d by shews and forms ! 

Whate’er we think, whate’er we see, 

All humankind are worms. 

Man is a very worm by birth. 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain ! 

Awhile he crawls upon the earth, 

Then shrinks to earth again. 

That woman is a worm, we find 
E’er since our grandame’s evil ; 

She first convers’d with her own kind, 

That ancient worm, the devil. 

The learn’d themselves we book-worms name. 

The blockhead is a slow-worm ; 

The nymph whose tail is all on flame, 

Is aptly tenji’d a glow-worm. 

The fops are painted butterflies, 

That flutter for a day j 
First from a worm they take their rise, 

And in a worm decay. 

The 
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The flatterer an earwig grows j 
Thus worms suit all conditions ; 

Misers are muck-worms, silk-worms beaus, 
And death-watches physicians. 

That statesmen have the worm, is seen 
By all their winding play ; 

Their conscience is a worm within, 

That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore ! thy skill were well employ’d, 
And greater gain would rise. 

If thou couldst make the courtier void 
The worm that never dies ! 

O learned friend of Abchurch-Lane , 

Who sett’st our entrails free I 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain. 

Since worms shall eat ev’n thee. 

Our fate thou only canst adjourn 
Some few short years, no more ! 

Ev’n Button's wits to worms shall turn, 
WTio maggots were before. 



I 
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SONG, 

BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1733- 



I. 

JTLUTT’RING spread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my heart ; 

I a slave in thy dominions ; 

Nature must give way to art. 

II. 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 

Nightly nodding o’er your flocks, 

See my weary days consuming, 

All beneath yon flow’ry rocks. 

III. 

Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping, 

Mourn’d Adonis, darling youth : 

Him the boar, in silence creeping. 

Gor’d with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia , tune harmonious numbers ; 

Fair Discretion , string the lyre ; 
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Sooth my ever-waking slumbers ; 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto , king of terrors, 
Arm’d in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the crystal mirrors, 
Wat’ring soft Elysian plains. 

VI. 

Mournful cypress, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia 1 s brows, 
Morpheus hov’ring o’er my pillow. 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy smooth Meander, 

Swiftly purling in a round, 

On thy margin lovers wander, 

With thy flow’ry chaplets crown’d. 

VIII. 

Thus when Philomela , drooping, 
Softly seeks her silent mate. 

See the bird of Juno stooping ; 
Melody resigns to fate. 
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ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 

J KNOW the thing that’s most uncommon j 
( Envy be silent, and attend ! ) 

I know a reasonable woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a friend. 

«■ * * 

Not warp’d by passion, aw’d by rumour. 

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly. 

An equal mixture of good humour, 

And sensible soft melancholy. 

« Has she no faults then (Envy says), Sir?” 

Yes, she has one, I must aver ; 

When all the world conspires to praise her, 

The woman’s deaf, and does not hear. 

Lady at Court.] Henrietta, sister of John, the first 
Earl of Buckinghamshire, was eldest daughter of Sir Henry 
Hobart, of Blickling in Norfolk, and espoused Charles Howard, 
younger son of Henry, fifth Earl of Suffolk, whom she accom- 
panied to Hanover, before the death of Queen Ann. She came 
to England with Caroline, then Electoral Princess, and became 
her bed- chamber woman. 
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ON HIS GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM. 

COMPOSED OF 

MARBLES, SPARS, GEMS, ORES, AND MINERALS. 

r pHOU who shalt stop, where Thames ’ translucent 
wave 

Shines a broad mirror through the shadowy cave j 
Where ling’ring drops from min’ral roofs distil, 

And pointed crystals break the sparkling rill, 
Unpolish’d gems no ray on pride bestow, 5 

And latent metals innocently glow : 

Approach. Great Nature studiously behold ! 

And eye the mine without a wish for gold. 

Approach : But awful ! Lo ! the Aegerian grot, 9 
Where, nobly-pensrve, St. John sate and thought ; 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole, 
And the bright flame was 6hot through March- 
mont’s soul. 

Let such, such only, tread this sacred floor, 

Who dare to love their country, and be poor. 
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TO MR. GAY, 

CONGRATULATING HIM ON FINISHING HIS HOUSE 
* AND GARDENS. 

“ AH, friend! ’.tis true — this truth you lovers 
know — 

In vain my structures rise, my gardens grow, 

In vain fair Thames reflects the double scenes 
Of hanging mountains, and of sloping greens : 

Joy lives not here, to happier seats it flies, v 5 
And only dwells where Wortley casts her eyes. 

What are the gay parterre, the chequer’d shade, 

The morning bower, the ev’ning colonnade, 

But soft recesses of uneasy minds, 

To sigh unheard in, to the passing winds ? 10 

So the struck deer in some sequester’d part 
Lies down to die, the arrow at his heart, 

He, stretch’d unseen in coverts hid from day, 

Bleeds drop by drop, and pants his life away.” 
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vr.i TO MRS. M r B,* 

ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 

()H be thou blest with all that Heav’n can send, 
Long health, long youth, long pleasure, and a 
friend : 

Not with those toys the female world admire, 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire. 

With added years if life bring nothing new, 5 

But like a sieve let ev’ry blessing through, 

Some joy still lost, as each vain year runs o’er, 

And all we gain, some sad reflection more ; 

Is that a birth-day ? ’tis, alas ! too clear, 

’Tis but the fun’ral of the former year. 10 

Let joy or ease, let affluence or content, 

And the gay conscience of a life well spent, 

Calm ev’ry thought, inspirit ev’ry grace. 

Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 

Let day improve on day, and. year oh year, 15 

Without a pain, a trouble* or a fear ; . :■< I ■, 

Till death unfelt that tender frame destroy. 

In some soft dream, or 'extasy of joy,.. 

Peaceful sleep out the sabbath of the tomb, ' 

And wake to raptures in a life to come. 

• Martha Blount. 
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TO MR. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 1742. 

RESIGN’D to live, prepar’d to die. 

With not one sin, but poetry, 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 

Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays jj 

A table, with a cloth of bays ; 

And Ireland, mother of sweet singers, 

Presents her harp still to his fingers. 

The feast, his tow’ring genius marks 

In yonder wild goose and the larks ! 10 

The mushrooms shew his wit was sudden, 

And for his judgment, lo a pudden ! 

Roast beef, tho’ old, proclaims him stout. 

And grace, altho’ a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom Heav’n sent down to raise 15 
The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be ev’ry birth-day more a winner, 

Digest his thirty-thousandth dinner ; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And scorn a rascal in a coach, 20 
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ROXANA, OR THE DRAWING-ROOM. 

AN ECLOGUE. 

J^OXANA from the court returning late. 

Sigh’d her soft sorrow at St. James’s gate : 

Such heavy thoughts lay brooding in her breast, 

Not her own chairmen with more weight opprest : 
They curse the cruel weight they’re doom’d to bear ; 
She in more gentle sounds express’d her care : 6 

Was it for this, that I these roses wear ? 

For this, new-set the jewels for my hair ? 

Ah Princess ! with what zeal have I pursu’d ! 
Almost forgot the duty of a prude. 10 

This King, I never could attend too soon ; 

I miss’d my pray’rs, to get me dress’d by noon. 

For thee, ah ! what for thee did I resign ! 

My passions, pleasures, all that e’er was mine : 

I’ve sacrific’d both modesty and ease ; 15 

Left operas, and went to filthy plays : 

Double entendres shock’d my tender ear ; 

Yet even this, for thee, I chuse to bear : 

In glowing youth, when nature bids be gay, 

And ev’ry joy of life before me lay ; 

VOL. 11. B B By 
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By honour prompted, and by pride restrain’d. 

The pleasures of the young my soul disdain’d : 
Sermons I sought, and with a mien severe, 

Censur’d my neighbours, and said daily pray’r. 

Alas, how chang’d ! with this same sermon-mien, 25 
The filthy What-d’ye-call it — I have seen. 

Ah, royal Princess ! for whose sake I lost 
The reputation, which so dear had cost ; 

I, who avoided ev’ry public place. 

When bloom and beauty bid me shew ray face, 30 
Now near thee, constant, I each night abide, 

With never-failing duty by my side ; 

Myself and daughters standing in a row. 

To all the foreigners a goodly show. 

Oft had your drawing-room been sadly thin, 35 
And merchants wives close by your side had been ; 
Had I not amply fill’d the empty place, 

And sav’d your Highness from the dire disgrace : 

Yet Cockatilla’s artifice prevails, 

When all my duty and my merit fails : ■ • 40 

That Cockatilla, whose deluding airs 
Corrupts our virgins, and our youth ensnares ; 

So sunk her character, and lost her fame. 

Scarce visited, before Your Highness came ; 

Yet for the bed-chamber ’tis she you chuse, 45 

Whilst zeal, and fame, and virtue you refuse. 

:.'.r ' Ah 

Ver. a6. W bat~(f yt-cqll it] Gay’s farce, so called. 

Ver. 34. foreigners ] The attendants of George the First fiotri 
Hanover. *'.• < 

12 
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Ah worthy choice ; not one of all your train 
* Which censures blast not, or dishonours stain. 

I know the court, with all its treach’rous wiles, 

The false caresses, and undoing smiles. 50 

Ah, Princess ! learn’d in all the courtly arts. 

To cheat our hopes, and yet to gain our hearts. * 

* It is supposed that by Roxana was meant the Duchess of 
Marlborough. After the accession of George the First, the Duke 
was among the dissatisfied ; for, though he was appointed Com- 
mander in Chief, yet he did not enjoy the smallest share of confi- 
dence or power. The Duchess, no doubt, partook of his spleen. 
The “ Princess ” was Caroline, then Princessof Wales; and Cock- 
atilla, Mrs. Howard, made bed-chamber woman to the Princess ; 
but it is doubtful whether Pope wrote this poem, or l.ady 
Wortley Montagu. 
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TO LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 

I. 

JN beauty, or wit, 

No mortal as yet 

To question your empire has dar’d ; 

But men of discerning 

Have thought that in learning, 5 

To yield to a lady was hard. 

II. 

Impertinent schools, 

With musty dull rules. 

Have reading to females deny’d : 

So Papists refuse 1° 

The Bible to use, 

Lest flocks shou’d be wise as their guide. 

III. 

’Twas a woman at first, 

(Indeed she was curst) 

In knowledge that tasted delight, *5 

And sages agree 
The laws shou’d decree 
To the first possessor the right. 

IV. Then 
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IV. 

Then bravely, fair dame, - 
Resume the old claim. 

Which to your whole sex does belong ; 
And let men receive, 

From a second bright Eve, 

The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

V. 

But if the first Eve 
Hard doom did receive, 

When only one apple had she, 

What a punishment new 
Shall be found out for you, 

Who tasting, have robb’d the whole tree ? 
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EXTEMPORANEOUS LINES, 

On the Picture of Lady Mary IV. Mont AGO by 
Kn ELLER. 

'Y'HE playful smiles around the dimpled mouth. 
That happy air of majesty and truth ; 

So would I draw (but oh! *tis vain to try, 

My narrow genius does the pow/r deny) 

The equal lustre of the heav’nly mind, 5 

Where ev’ry grace with ev’ry virtue’s join’d ; 
Learning not vain, and wisdom not -severe, 

With greatness easy, and with wit sincere ; 

With just description shew the work divine, 

And the whole princess in my work should shine, icr 
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THE LOOKING-GLASS. 

ON MRS. PULTENEY. 

WITH scornful mien, and various toss of air, 
Fantastic, vain, and insolently fair, 

Grandeur intoxicates her giddy brain, 

She looks ambition, and she moves disdain. 

Far other carriage grac’d her virgin life, 5 

But charming G - - y’s lost, in P - - y’s wife. 

Not greater arrogance in him we find, 

And this conjunction swells at least her mind 
O could the sire, renown’d in glass, produce 
One faithful mirrour for his daughter’s use ! 10 

Wherein she might her haughty errors trace, 

And by reflection learn to mend her face : 

The wonted sweetness to her form restore, 

Be what she was, and charm mankind once more ! 

Ver. 6. But charming G—y't lost, t5TV.] Anna Maria Gumley, 
daughter of John Gumley of Isleworth, was married to Pulteney, 
who received with her a very large fortune. 

Ver. 9. 0 could the lire , rcnotvnd in glats,] Her father gained 
his fortune from a glass manufactory ; upon which circumstance 
the force and elegance of this severe but pleasing composition tHrns. 
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A FAREWELL TO LONDON. 

IN THE YEAR 1 7 15. 

J)EAR, damn’d, distracting town, farewell ! 

Thy fools no more. I’ll teize : 

This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 

Ye harlots, sleep at ease ! 

********* 

To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman’s toll ; 

Let Jervase gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three-pence and his soul. 

Farewell Arbuthnot’s raillery 
On every learned sot ; 

And Garth, the best good Christian he, 

Altho’ he knows it not. 

Lintot, farewell ! thy bard must go $ . 

Farewell, unhappy Tonson ! 

Heaven gives thee for thy loss of Rowe, 

Lean Philips f, and fat Johnson J. 

Why 

f Elsewhere called “ Macer.” 

I Probably the friend of Wilkes; he wrote sixteen dramatic 
pieces of Indifferent merit. 
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Why should I stay ? Both parties f rage ; 

My vixen mistress squalls ; 

The wits in envious feuds engage : 

And Homer (damn him !) calls. 

The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Hallifax’s urn ; 

And not one Muse of all he fed. 

Has yet the grace to mourn. 

✓ 

My friends, by turns, my friends confound. 
Betray, and are betray’d : 

Poor Y - - rs sold for fifty pounds, 

And B 11 is a jade.' 



Why make I friendships with the great, 

When I no favour seek ? 
********** 

Still idle, with a busy air, 

Deep whimsies to contrive ; 

The gayest valetudinaire, 

Most thinking rake alive. 

Solicitous 

f Whigs, and Tories; or rather the Jacobites: for this was 
written in the year of the rebellion. 
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Solicitous for other ends, - - . 

Tho’ fond of dear repose ; 

Careless or drowsy * with my friends, 

And frolick with my foes. 

Luxurious lobster-nights, farewell, 

For sober, studious days ! 

And Burlington’s delicious meal. 

For sallads, tarts, and pease ! 

Adieu to all but Gay alonef , 

Whose soul, sincere and free, 

Loves all mankind, but flatters none, 

And so may starve with me. 

* He is said once to have fallen asleep at his own table, whea 
the Piince of Wales was in company. 

f Gay was the favourite of Pope, and was received into his ut- 
most confidence ; a friendship was formed between them, which 
lasted to their separation by death. 
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The following Lines were sung by Durastanti *, 
when she took her leave of the English Stage. The 
words were in haste put together by Mr. Pope , at 
the request of the Earl of Peterboroif. 

QENEROUS, gay, and gallant nation, 

Bold in arms, and bright in arts ; 

Land secure from all invasion, 

All but Cupid’s gentle darts ! 

From your charms, oh who would run ? 

Who would leave you for the sun ? 

Happy soil, adieu, adieu ! 

Let old charmers yield to new. 

In arms, in arts, be still more shining ; 

All your joys be still encreasing ; 

All your tastes be still refining ; 

All your jars for ever ceasing : 

*■ r , , f . » < 

But let old charmers yield to new : — 

Happy soil, adieu, adieu ! 

* Durastanti was brought to England by Handel, to sing at the 
opera, 1721. She was so great a favourite at Court, that the King 
stood godfather to one of her children. 
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Upon the Duke of Marlborough's House at Woodstock. 

Atria longe patent ; sed nec ccenantibus usquam, 

Nec somno locus est : quam bene non habites ! 

Mart. Epig. 

^EE, Sir, here’s the grand approach. 

This way is for His Grace’s coach ; 

There lies the bridge, and here’s the clock, 

Observe the lion and the cock, 

The spacious court, the colonnade, 

And mark how wide the hall is made 1 
The chimneys are so well design’d, 

They never smoke in any wind. 

This gallery’s contriv’d for walking. 

The windows to retire and talk in ; 

The council-chamber for debate, 

And all the rest are rooms of state. * 

Thanks, Sir, cry’d I, ’tis very fine, 

But where d’ye sleep, or where d’ye dine ? 

I find by all you have been telling, 

That ’tis a house, but not a dwelling. 
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V erses left by Mr. Pope, on bis lying in the same led 
which IVilmot , the celebrated Earl of Rochester, 
slept in, at Adderbury , then belonging to the Duke of 
Argtle, July yth, 1 739. 

\yiTH no poetic ardour fir’d 

I press the bed where Wilmot lay ; 

That here he lov’d, or here expir’d. 

Begets no numbers, grave or gay. 

Beneath thy roof, Argyle, are bred 

Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 

Stretch’d out in honour’s nobler bed, 

Beneath a nobler roof — the sky. 

Such flames as high in patriots burn 
Yet stoop to bless a child or wife ; 

And such as wicked kings may mourn, 

When freedom is more dear than lifg. 
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THE CHALLENGE. 

A COURT BALLAD. 

To the Tune of “ To all you Ladies now at land,” Kc. 

I. 

'Y'O one fair lady out of court, 

And two fair ladies in. 

Who think the Turk and Pope * a sport, 

And wit and love no sin ; 

Come, these soft lines, with nothing stiff in. 

To Bellenden, Lepellf, and Griffin, 

, With a fa, la, la. 



II. 

What passes in the dark third row, 
And what behind the scene. 



Couches and crippled chairs I know. 
And garrets hung with green ; 

I know the swing of sinful hack, 
Where many damsels cry alack. 
With a fa, la, la. 

* The author. 



Then 



f Miss Lepell has been spoken of before. Mary Bellenden, 
the most beautiful and lovely woman of her time, maid of honour 
to Caroline when Princess of Wales, was daughter of Lord Bellen- 
den. This lovely and elegant woman rejected the addresses of the 
Prince, and espoused in 1720 John Campbell, then groom of the 
bed chamber to the Prince of Wales, and afterwards Duke of 
Argyle. 
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III. 

Then why to courts should I repair, 

Where’s such ado with Townsend ? 

To hear each mortal stamp and swear, 

And ev’ry speech with Zounds end ; 

To taear ’em rail at honest Sunderland, 

And rashly blame the realm of Blunderland *. 
With a fa, la, la. 



IV. 

Alas ! like Schutz I cannot pun, 

Like Grafton court the Germans ; 
Tell Pickenbourg how slim she’s grown, 
Like Meadows run to sermons ; 

To court ambitious men may roam, 

But I and Marlbro’ stay at home. 

With a fa, la, la. 

V. 

In truth, by what I can discern, 

Of courtiers ’twixt you three. 

Some wit you have, and more may learn 
From court, than Gay or me : 
Perhaps, in time, you’ll leave high diet, 
To sup with us on milk and quiet. 

With a fa, la, la. 

* Ireland. 

C C 2 



At 
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VI. 

At Leicester-Fields, a house full high, 

With door all painted green, 

Where ribbons wave upon the tye, 

(A milliner I mean ;) 

' * 
There may you meet us three to three, 

For Gay can well make two of me. 

With a fa, la, la. 

VII. 

But shou’d you catch the prudish itch, 

And each become a coward, 

Bring sometimes with you Lady Rich*, 

And sometimes Mistress Howard } 

For virgins to keep chaste must go 
Abroad with such as are not so. 

With a fa, la, la. 

VIII. 

And thus, fair maids, my ballad ends ; 

God send the King safe landing | ; 

And make all honest ladies friends 
To armies that are standing ; 

Preserve the limits of those nations, 

And take off ladies limitations. 

With a fa, la, la. 

* Lady Rich was a correspondent of Lady M. W. Montagu. 

•f Mrs. Howard, mistress to George II. afterwards Countess of 
Suffolk. 

t This Ballad was - written anno 1717. 
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THE THREE GENTLE SHEPHERDS. 

QF gentle Philips will I ever sing, 

With gentle Philips shall the vallies ring. 

My numbers too for ever will I vary, 

With gentle Budgell, and with gentle Carey. 

Or if in ranging of the names I judge ill, 5 

With gentle Carey and with gentle Budgell, 

Oh ! may all gentle bards together place ye, 

Men of good hearts, and men of delicacy. 

May satire ne'er befool ye, or beknave ye, 

And from all wits that have a knack, God save ye. 10 

Ver. i. Philips ] Ambrose Philips. * 

Ver. 4. Budgell ,] Eustace Budgell. 

Ver. 4. Carey.] Henry Carey. 
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MR. POPE’S WELCOME FROM GREECE. 

A Copy of Verses , written by Mr. Gay upon Mr. 
Pope’s having finished his Translation of Homer’s 
Iliad. 

I. 

LONG hast thou, friend ! been absent from thy soil, 
Like patient Ithacus at seige of Troy ; 

I have been witness of thy six years toil, 

Thy daily labours, and thy night’s annoy, 

Lost to thy native land, with great turmoil, 5 

On the wide sea, oft threat’ning to destroy : 
Methinks with thee I’ve trod Sigaean ground, 

And heard the shores of Hellespont resound. 

II. 

Did I not see thee when thou first sett’st sail 

To seek adventures fair in Homer’s land ? 10 

Did I not see thy sinking spirits fail, 

And wish thy bark had never left the strand ? 

Ev’n in mid ocean often didst thou quail, 

And oft lift up thy holy eye and hand, 

Praying the virgin dear, and saintly choir, 1 5 

Back to the port to bring thy bark entire. 

9 Cheer 
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III. 

Cheer up, ray friend, thy dangers now are o’er ; 

Methinks — nay, sure the rising coasts appear; 
Hark how the guns salute from either shore, 

As thy trim vessel cuts the Thames so fair : 20 

Shouts answ’ring shouts, from Kent and Essex roar, 
And bells break loud thro’ every gust of air : 
Bonfires do blaze, and bones and cleavers ring. 

As at .the coming of some mighty king. 



IV. 

Now pass we Gravesend with a friendly wind, 25 
And Tilbury’s white fort, and long Blackwall ; 
Greenwich, where dwells the friend of human kind, 
More visited than either park or hall, 

Withers the good, and (with him ever join’d) 

Facetious Disney, greet thee first of all : 30 

I see his chimney smoke, and hear him say, 

Duke! that’s the room for Pope, and that for Gay. 



V. 

Come in, my friends, here shall ye dine and lie, 

And here shall breakfast, and here dine again ; 
And sup, and breakfast on, (if ye comply) 35 

For I have still some dozens of champaign : 

His 

Ver. 29. Withers the good,] Withers is the same on whom 
Pope wrote the Epitaph, 

Ver. 30. Facetious Disney,'] He is called by Lady M iry Mon- 
tagu, u Duke Disney also in the Letters of Pope, &c. “ Poor 
Duke Disney is dead.” 
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His voice still lessens as the ship sails by ; 

He. waves his hand to bring us back in vain; 

For now I see, I see proud London’s spires ; 
Greenwich is lost, and Deptford dock retires. 40 

VI. 

Oh, what a concourse swarms on yonder key ! 

The sky re-echoes with new shouts of joy : 

By all this show, I ween, ’tis Lord May’rs day ; 

I hear the voice of trumpet and hautboy.-— 

No, now I see them near — oh, these are they 45 
Who come in crowds to welcome thee from Troy. 
Hail to the bard whom long as lost we mourn’d. 

From siege, from battle, and from storm return’d , 

VII. 

Of goodly dames, and courteous knights, I view 
The silken petticoat, and broider’d vest ; 50 

Yea Peers, and mighty Dukes, with ribbands blue, 
(True blue, fair emblem of unstained breast.) 
Others I see, as noble, and 'more true. 

By no court-badge distinguish’d from the rest : 
First see I Methuen, of sincerest mind, 55 

As Arthur grave, as soft as woman kind. 

VIII. 

What lady’s that, to whom he gently bends ? 

Who knows not her? ah! those are Wortley’s eyes? 

How 
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How art thou honour’d, number’d with her friends: 
For she distinguishes the good and wise. 60 

The sweet-tongu’d Murray near her side attends. 

Now to my heart the glance of Howard flies ; 

Now Harvey, fair of face, I mark full well, 

With thee, youth’s youngest daughter, sweet Lepell. 

IX. 

I see two lovely sisters, hand in hand, 65 

The fair hair’d Martha, and Teresa brown j 
Madge Bellenden, the tallest of the land ; 

And smiling Mary, soft and fair as down. 

Yonder I see the cheerful Duchess stand, 

For friendship, zeal, and blithsome humours known: 
Whence that loud shout in such a hearty strain ? 71 

Why all the Hamiltons are in her train, 

X. 

See next the decent Scudamore advance. 

With Winchelsea, still meditating song : 74 

With her perhaps Miss Howe came there by chance, 
Nor knows with whom, or why she comes along. 

Far 

Ver. 61. Murray'] The late Lord Chief Justice Mansfield. 

Ver. 63. Nozv Harvey,] Mary Lepell, married to Lord 
Harvey. 

VeR. 65. tzvo lovely sisters,] Martha and Teresa Blount. 

Ver. 67. Madge Bellenden] Sister to Mary. 

Ver 69. cheerful Duchess] Duchess of Queensborough. 

Ver. 73. Scuda more] Lady Scudamore. 

Ver. 73. Miss Htnvc] Mentioned before in Verses * On 
Prudery.” 
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Far off from these see Santlow, fam’d for dance ; 

And frolick Bicknell, and her sister young ; 

With other names, by me not to be nam’d, 

Much lov’d in private, not in public fam’d! 80 

XI. 

But now behold the female band retire, 

And the shrill music of their voice is still’d ! 
Methinks I see fam’d Buckingham admire, 

That in Troy’s ruin thou hadst not been kill’d ; 
Sheffield, who knows to strike the living lyre, 85 - 
With hand judicious, like thy Homer skill’d. 
Bathurst impetuous hastens to the coast, 

Whom you and I strive who shall love the most. 

XII. 

See generous Burlington, with goodly Bruce, 

(But Bruce comes wafted in a soft sedan) go 
Dan Prior next, belov’d by ev’ry muse. 

And friendly Congreve, unreproachful man ! 

(Oxford by Cunningham hath sent excuse) 

See hearty Watkins cornea with cup and cann ; 

And Lewis, who has never friend forsaken ; 95 

And Laughton whisp’ring asks — Is Troy town taken? 

Earl 

V er. 77. Santloiv, fam'd for dance ;] She afterwards married 
Booth the player. Mrs. Bicknell, the actress, is mentioned either 
in the Spectator or Tatler, with applause. 
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XIII. 

Earl Warwick comes, of free and honest mind ; 

Bold, gen’rous Craggs, whose heart was ne’er dis- 
guis’d : 

Ah why, sweet St. John, cannot I thee find ? 

St. John for ev’ry social virtue priz’d. — 100 

Alas ! to foreign climates he’s confin’d, 

Or else to see thee here I well surmiz’d : 

Thou too, my Swift, dost breathe Boeotian air j 
When wilt thou bring back wit and humour here ? 

XIV. 

Harcourt I see for eloquence renown’d, 105 

The mouth of justice, oracle of law ! 

Another Simon is beside him found. 

Another Simon, like as straw to straw. 

How Lansdown smiles, with lasting laurel crown’d ! 

What mitred prelate there commands our awe ? 

See Rochester approving nods his head, lit 

And ranks one modern with the mighty dead. 

XV. \ 

Carlton and Chandois thy arrival grace ; 

Hanmer, whose eloquence th’ unbiass’d sways ; 
Harley, whose goodness opens in his face, 115 

And shews his heart the seat where virtue stays. 

Ned 

VER.99. St. yob; I,] Lord Bolingbroke, in France. 

Ver. 103. Boeotian air ;] Swift, in Ireland. 

Vir. 1 14. Hanmer,'] Speaker of the House of Commons. 
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Ned Blount advances next, with busy pace, 

In haste, but sauntring, hearty in his ways : 

I see the friendly Carylls come by dozens, 1 19 

Their wives, their uncles, daughters, sons, and cousins,. - 

XVI. 

Arbuthnot there I see, in physic’s art, 

As Galen learn’d, or fam’d Hippocrate; 

Whose company drives sorrow from the heart. 

As all disease his medicines dissipate : 

Kneller amid the triumph bears his part, 1 25 

Who could (were mankind lost) anew create: 

What can th’ extent of his vast soul confine ? 

A painter, critic, engineer, divine J 

XVII. 

Thee Jervas hails, robust and debonair, 129 

Now have [we] conquer’d Homer, friends, he cries: 
Dartneuf, grave joker, joyous Ford is there, 

And wond’ring Maine, so fat with laughing eyes, 
(Gay, Maine, and Cheney, boon companions dear, 
Gay fat, Maine fatter, Cheney huge of size,) 

Yea Dennis, Gildon, (hearing thou hast riches,) 1.35 
And honest, hatless Cromwell, with red breeches. 

O Wanley, 

Ver. 119. Carylls ] Of West Grimstead, Susse*. 

Ver. I2J. Kneller amid , & ’*.] This is a compliment to the 
vanity of Sir Godfrey, which Pope and other wits were always 
putting to the strongest trials. 

Ver. 131. joyous Ford is there,'] Charles Ford, Esq. was by 
Swift’s interest appointed Gazetteer. 
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XVIII. 

O Wanley, whence com’st thou with shorten’d hair, 
And vkage from thy shelves with dust besprent ? 
Forsooth (quoth he) from placing Homer there, 

“ For ancients to compyle is myne entente : 140 

** Of ancients only hath Lord Harley care ; 

“ But hither me hath my meeke lady sent : — 
u In manuscript of Greeke rede we thillce same, 

But book yprint best plesyth my gude dame.” 

XIX. 

Yonder I see, among th’ expecting croud, 145 

Evans with laugh jocose, and tragic Young ; 
High-buskin’d Booth, grave Mawbert, wand’ring 
Frowd, 

And Titcomb’s belly waddles slow along. 

See Digby faints at Southern talking loud. 

Yea Steele and Tickell mingle in the throng j 150 
Tickell whose skiff (in partnership they say) 

Set forth for Greece, but founder’d in the way. 

XX. 

Lo the two Doncastles in Berkshire known ! 

Lo Bickford, Fortescue, of Devon land ! 

Lo 

Ver. 138. •with dust besprent Humphrey Wanley was 
librarian to Lord Oxford. 

Ver. 148. slsnv along.") The names of the majority of persons 
here enumerated, are in want of no illustration ; and concerning 
a few of them, it would be difficult to supply any. 

YOL. 11. D D 
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Lo Tooker, Eckershall, Sykes, Rawlinson ! 155 

See hearty Morley takes thee by the hand ! 

Ayrs, Graham, Buckridge, joy thy voyage done ; 

But who can count the leaves, the stars, the sand ? 
Lo Stonor, Fenton, Caldwell, Ward, and Broome ! 
Lo thousands more, but I want rhyme and room ! 

XXL 

-* How lov’d ! how honour’d thou ! yet be not vain ! 
And sure thou art not, for I hear thee say, 

All this, my friends, I owe to Homer’s strain, 

On whose strong pinions I exalt my lay. 

What from contending cities did he gain ; 165 

And what rewards his grateful country pay ? 

None, none were paid — why then all this for me ? 
These honours, Homer, had been just to thee. 
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VERSES TO DR. BOLTON,* 

In the Name of Mrs. Butler's Spirit , lately deceased. 

gTRIPT to the naked soul, escap’d from clay. 

From doubts unfetter’d, and dissolv’d in day ; 
Unwarm’d by vanity, unreach’d by strife, 

And all my hopes and fears thrown off with life ; 
Why am I charm’d by friendship’s fond essays, 5 
And though unbody’d, conscious of thy praise ? 

Has pride a portion in the parted soul ? 

Does passion still the firmless mind controul ! 

Can gratitude out-pant the silent breath ! 

Or a friend’s sorrow pierce the gloom of death ! 1 o 

No — ’tis a spirit’s nobler task of bliss ; 

That feels the worth it left, in proofs like this ; 

That not its own applause, but thine approves, 

Whose practice praises, and whose virtue loves ; 

Who liv’st to crown departed friends with fame ; 15 

Then dying, late, shalt all thou gav’st reclaim. 

* Addressed to Dr. Bolton, late Dean of Carlisle, who lived 
some time at Twickenham with old Lady Blount. On the death 
of her mother, Mrs. Butler of Sussex, Dr. Bolton drew up the 
mother’s character ; and from thence Mr. Pope took occasion to 
write this Epistle to Dr. Bolton, in the name of Mrs. Buder’s 
spirit, now in the regions of bliss. 
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His saltern accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Munere ! 
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I. 



ON CHARLES EARL OF DORSET. 

IN THE CHURCH OF WITHYAM IN SUSSEX. 

J)ORSET, the grace of courts, the Muses’ pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, dy’d. 

The scourge of pride, tho’ sanctify’d or great, 

Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state : 

Yet soft his nature, tho’ severe his lay. 

His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 

Blest satirist ! who touch’d the mean so true. 

As show’d, vice had his hate and pity too. 

Blest Courtier ! who could King and country please, 
Yet sacred keep his friendships, and his ease. 

Blest Peer ! his great forefather’s ev’ry grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race ; 

Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine, 
And patriots still, or poets, deck the line. 



* 
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II. 

ON SIR WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 

One of the Principal Secretaries of State to King 
William III. who having resigned his Place , died 
in his Retirement at Easthamstedy in Berkshirey 1716. 

Y PLEASING form ; a firm, yet cautious mind ; 

Sincere, tho’ prudent ; constant, yet resign’d : 
Honour unchang’d, a principle profest. 

Fix’d to one side, but mod’rate to the rest : 

An honest courtier, yet a patriot too ; 5 

Just to his prince, and to his country true : 

Fill’d with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth 
A gen’rous- faith, from superstition free j 
A love to peace, and hate of tyranny j 10 

Such this man was ; who now, from earth remov’d. 
At length enjoys that liberty he lov’d. 
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III. 

ON THE HON. SIMON HARCOURT, 

ONLY SON OF THE LORD CHANCELLOR HARCOURT J 

At the Church of Stanton-Harcourt in Oxfordshire^ 

1720. 

'yO this sad shrine, whoe’er thou art ! draw near, 
Here lies the friend most lov’d, the son most dear : 
Who ne’er knew joy, but friendship might divide, 

Or gave his father grief but when he dy’d. 

How vain is reason, eloquence how weak I $ , 

If Pope must tell what Harcourt cannot speak. 

Oh let thy once-lov’d friend inscribe thy stone. 

And, with a father’s sorrows, mix his own ! 
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IV. 

ON JAMES CRAGGS*, ESQ. 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 



JACOBUS CRAGGS 

REGNI MAGNiE BRITANNIA A SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, 

PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR ET DELICIJE ; 

VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 
ANNNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XIV. MDCCXX. 

Statesman, yet friend to truth ! of soul sincere. 

In action faithful, and in. honour clear ! 

Who broke no promise, serv’d no private end. 

Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend, 

Ennobled by himself, by all approv’d, 

Prais’d, wept, and honour’d, by the Muse he lov’d. 

* He was the only son of Janies Craggs, who has been before 
mentioned. He had his education »t a French seminary in Chelfea ; 
from thence he went to Hanover, thence to the court of Turin. 
He removed to Barcelona, and, in the absence of Lord Stanhope, 
he afterwards served as Under-Minister to the Emperor. Upon 
the death of Queen Anne, he was fent to Hanover, for which he 
was made, by the assistance of the Duke of Marlborough, Cofferer 
to the Prince, and afterwards Principal Secretary of State. Con- 
sidering the violent state of parties, no one had fewer enemies. 
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• V. 

INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE, 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

T HY reliques, Rowe, to this fair urn we trust, 
And sacred, place by Dryden’s awful dust : 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies. 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes. 

Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest ! 

Blest in thy genius, in thy love too blest ! 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies 
What a whole thankless land to his denies. 

He altered it much for the better, as it now stands on the 
monument in the Abbey, erected to Rowe and his daughter: 

Thy reliques, Rowe ! to this sad shrine we trust. 

And near thy Shakesprar place thy honour’d bust. 

Oh, next him, skill’d to draw the tender tear, 

For never heart felt passion more sincere; 

To nobler sentiment to fire the brave, 

For never Briton more disdain’d a slave. 

Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest; 

Blest in thy genius, in thy love too blest ! 

And blest, that timely from our scene remov’d, 

Thy soul enjoys the liberty it lov’d. 

To these, so mourn’d in death, so lov’d iff life ! 

The childless parent, and the widow’d wife. 

With tears inscribes this monumental stone. 

That holds their ashes and expects her own. 
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VI. 



ON MRS. CORBET. 

WHO DIED OF A CANCER IN HER BREAST. 

PJERE rests a woman, good without pretence, 

Blest with plain reason, and with sober sense ; 

No conquest she, but o'er herself, desir’d. 

No arts essay’d, but not to be admir’d. 

Passion and pride were to her soul unknown, 5 

Convinc’d that virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, so compos’d a mind ; 

So firm, yet soft ; so strong, yet so refin’d ; 

Heav’n, as its purest gold, by tortures try’d ! 

The Saint sustain’d it, but the Woman dy’d. 10 



✓ 
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VII. 

On the Monument of the Honourable Robert Digby , 
and of his Sister Mary , erected by their Father the 
Lord Digby , in the Church of Sherborne in Dorfet- 
shire , 1727. 

GO! fair example of untainted youth, 

Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth : 

Compos’d in suff ’rings, and in joy sedate, 

Good without noise, without pretension great. 

Just of thy word, in ev’ry thought sincere, 5 

/ 

Who knew no wish but what the world might hear : 
Of softest manners, unaffected mind. 

Lover of peace, and friend of human kind : 

Go live ! for Heav’n’s eternal year is thine, 

Go, and exalt thy moral to divine. IO 

And thou, blest Maid ! attendant on his doom, 
.Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb, 

Steer’d the same course to the same quiet shore. 

Not parted long, and now to part no more ! 

Go 

Ver. 11. And thou, blest Mali /] Mr. Robert Digby, third 
son of Lord Digby, who is yet remembered with respect at Sher- 
borne, died of a consumption, and was soon after followed by the 
amiable and affectionate sister, who hung over his sick bed. 

VOL. II. EE 
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Go then, where only bliss sincere is known ! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 

Yet take these tears, mortality’s relief, 

And till we share your joys, forgive our grief 
-These little rites, a stone, a verse receive ; 

’Tis all a father, all a friend can give ! 
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VIII. 

ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER. 

IV WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1 723 . 

V 

J£NELLER, by heav’n and not a master taught. 
Whose art was nature, and whose pictures 
thought ; 

Now for two ages having snatch’d from fate 
Whate’er was beauteous, or whate’er was great, 

Lies crown’d with princes honours, poets lays, 5 
Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great Nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works ; and, dying, fears herself may die. 
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IX. 



ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS. 

IK WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1 729. 

J~£E RE, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest mind. 
Thy country’s friend, but more of human kind. 
Oh born to arms ! O worth in youth approv’d ! 

O soft humanity, in age belov’d ! 

For thee the hardy vet’ran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 

Withers ! adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social love ! 

Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave some ancient virtues to our age : 

Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 

The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 
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X. 

ON MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 

AT EASTHAMSTED IN BERKS, I73O. 

r J^HIS modest stone, what few vain marbles can. 
May truly say, Here lies an honest man : 

A poet, blest beyond the poet’s fate, 

Whom heav’n kept sacred from the proud and great : 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace. 

Calmly he look’d on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 

From nature’s temp’rate feast rose satisfy’d, 
Thank’d heav’n that'he had liv’d, and that he dy’d. 

. • . » 1 
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XI. . 

ON MR. GAY. 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1 732. 

manners gentle, of affections mild: 

In wit, a man ; simplicity a child : 

With native humour temp’ring virtuous rage, 

Form’d to delight at once and lash the age : 

Above temptation,' in a low estate, 5 

And uncorrupted ev’n among the great : 

A safe companion, and an easy friend, 

Unblam’d through life, lamented in thy end. 

These are thy honours ! not that here thy bust 
Is mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy dust ; 10. 

But that the worthy and the good shall say, 

Striking their pensive bosoms — Here lies Gay. 
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INTENDED FOR SIR ISAAC NEWTON, 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 

Quern Immortalem 
Testantur Tempus , Natura , Ccelum : 
Mortalem 

Hoc marmor fatetur. 

Nature and Nature’s Laws lay hid in Night s 
God said, Let Newton be ! and all was Light. 
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XIII. 

ON DR. FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 

BISHOP OF ROCHESTER, 

IVho died in Exile at Paris , 1732, ( his only Daughter 
having expired in his Arms, immediately after she 
arrived in France to see him . ) 

DIALOGUE. 

SHE. 

YES, we have liv’d; — one pang, and then we part ! 

May Heav’n, dear Father ! now have all thy heart. 
Yet ah ! how once we lov’d, remember still. 

Till you are dust like me. 

HE. 

Dear shade ! I will : 

Then mix this dust with thine' — O spotless ghost! 

O more than fortune, friends, or country lost ! 

Is there on earth one care, one wish beside ? 

Yes — Save my Country, Heav’n, 

— He said, and dy’d. 
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XIV. 

ON EDMUND DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

WHO DIED IN THE NINETEENTH YEAR OF HIS 
AGE, I735. 

I F modest youth, with cool reflection crown’d, 

And ev’ry op’ning virtue blooming round, 

Could save a parent’s justest pride from fate, 

Or add one patriot to a sinking state ; 

This weeping marble had not ask’d thy tear, 5 

Or sadly told, how many hopes lie here ! 

The living virtue now had shone approv’d, 

The senate heard him, and his country lov’d. 

Yet softer honours, and less noisy fame, 

Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham : 10 

In whom a race, for courage fam’d and art, 

Ends in the milder merit of the heart ; 

And chiefs or sages long to Britain giv’n, 

Pays the last tribute of a saint to heav’n. 

Ver. 4. One patriot ] The Duchess of Buckingham was in 
league with the Pretender and Atterbury’s party. This will eK- 
plain Pope’s use of the word Patriot. 
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XV. 



FOR ONE WHO WOULD NOT BE BURIED IN 
WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

J-JEROES and Kings ! your distance keep : 

In peace let one poor poet sleep, 

Who never flattered folks like you : 

Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 



ANOTHER, ON THE SAME. 

|JNDER this marble, or under this sill, 

Or under this turf, or e’en what they will ; 
Whatever an heir, or a friend in his stead, 

Or any good creature shall lay o’er my head. 

Lies one who ne’er car’d, and still cares not a pin 
What they said, or may say, of the mortal within : 
But, who living and dying, serene still and free, 
Trusts in God, that as well as he was, he shall be. 
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A LETTER 3 

TO 

A NOBLE LORD b , 



ON OCCASION OF 

SOME LIBELS WRITTEN AND PROPAGATED AT COURT, 
IN THE YEAR 1 73 2-3. 



MY LORD, Nov. 30, I733. 

Y OUR Lordship’s epistle c has been published some 
days, but I had not the pleasure and pain of see- 
ing it till yesterday : pain, to think your Lordship 
should attack me at all ; pleasure, to find that you 
can attack me so weakly. As I want not the hu- 
mility, to think myself in every way but one your in- 
ferior, it seems but reasonable that I should take the 
only method either of self-defence or retaliation that 
is left me against a person of your quality and power. 
And as by your choice of this weapon, your pen, 
you generously (and modestly too, no doubt) meant 
to put yourself upon a level with me, I will as soon 

a This letter was first printed in the year 1733. 
b Lord Hervey, who, together with Lady M. W. Montagu, 
had written some severe lines on him, but certainly after provo- 
cation on his part. Lord Hervey is satirized by him under the 
name of Lord Fanny, and Sporus. 

c Intitled An Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity from a Nobleman 
at Harnfton-Court , Aug. *8, 1733, and printed the November 
following for J. Roberts. Fol. 
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believe that your Lordship would give a wound to a 
man unarmed, as that you would deny me the use of 
it in my own defence. 

I presume you will allow me to take the same li- 
berty in my answer to so candid , polite, and ingenious 
a nobleman, which your Lordship took in yours, to 
so grave, religious, and respectable a clergyman : as 
you answered his Latin in English, permit me to an- 
swer your verse in prose. And though your Lord- 
ship’s reasons for not writing in Latin might be 
stronger than mine for not writing in verse, yet I may 
plead two good ones for this conduct : the one that I 
want the talent of spinning a thousand lines in a day, 
(which, I think, is as much time as this subject de- 
serves), and the other, that I take your Lordship’s 
verse to be as much prose as this letter. But no 
doubt it was your choice, in writing to a friend, to 
renounce all the pomp of poetry, and give us this ex- 
cellent model of the familiar. 

When I consider the great difference betwixt the 
rank your Lordship holds in the world, and the rank 
which your writings are like to hold in the learned 
world, I presume that distinction of style is but ne- 
cessary, which you will see observed through this 
letter. When I speak of you, my Lord, it will be 
with all the deference due to the inequality which 
fortune has made between you and myself : but when 
I speak of your writings, my Lord, I must, I can 
do nothing but trifle. 

I should be obliged indeed to lessen this respect, if 
all the nobility (and especially the elder brothers) are 
but so many hereditary fools, if the privilege of lords 
be to want brains, if noblemen can hardly write or 
read, if all their business is but to dress and vote, and 
all their employment in court, to tell lies, flatter in 
public, slander in private, be false to each other, and 
follow nothing but self-interest. Bless me, my Lord, 
what an account is this you give of them ? and what 

9 
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would hate been said of me, had I immolated, in this 
manner, the whole body of the nobility, at the stall 
of a well-fed prebendary ? 

Were it the mere excess of your Lordship’s wit 
that carried you thus triumphantly over all the bounds 
of decency, I might consider your Lordship on your 
Pegasus, as a sprightly hunter on a mettled horse j 
and while you were trampling down all our works, 
patiently suffer the injury, in pure admiration of the 
noble sport. But should the case be quite otherwise, 
should your Lordship be only like a boy that is run 
away with, and run away with by a very foal, really 
common charity, as well as respect for a noble family, 
would oblige me to stop your career, and to help you 
down from this Pegasus. 

Surely the little praise of a writer should be a 
thing below your ambition : You, who were no sooner 
born, but in the lap of the Graces ; no sooner at 
school, but in the arms of the Muses } no sooner in 
the world, but you practised all the skill of it ; no 
sooner in the court, but you possessed all the art of 
it ! Unrivalled as you are, in making a figure, and iu 
making a speech, methinks, my Lord, you may well 
give up the poor talent of turning a distich. And 
why this fondness for poetry ? Prose admits of the 
two excellencies you most admire, diction and fiction : 
it admits of the talents you chiefly possess, a most 
fertile invention, and most florid expression ; it is 
with prose, nay, the plainest prose, that you best 
could teach our nobility to vote, which, you justly 
observe, is half at least of their business : and give 
me leave to prophesy, it is to your talent in prose, 
and not in verse ; to your speaking, not your writ- 
ing ; to your art at court, not your art of poetry, 
that your Lordship must owe your future figure in 
the world. 

My Lord, whatever you imagine, this is the advice 
«f a friend, and one who remembers he formerly had 

von. II. F F 
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tiie lionour of some profession of friendship from you : 
whatever was his real share in it, whether small or 
great, yet as your Lordship could never have had the 
least loss by continuing it, or the least interest by 
withdrawing it, the misfortune of losing it, I fear, 
must have been owing to his own defciency or neglect. 
But as to any actual fault which deserved to forfeit it 
in such a degree, he protests he is to this day guilt- 
less and ignorant. It could at most be but a fault of 
omission ; but indeed, by omissions, men of your 
Lordship’s uncommon merit may sometimes think 
themselves so injured, as to be capable of an inclina- 
tion to injure another ; who, though very much be- 
low their quality, may be above the injury. 

I never heard of the least displeasure you had con-, 
ceived against me, till I was told that an imitation I 
had made of Horace d had offended some persons, and 
among them your Lordship. I could not have ap- 
prehended that a few general strobes about a lord 
scribbling carelessly , a pimp , or a spy at court, a 
sharper in a gilded chariot, tffc. that these, I say, 
should be ever applied as they have been, by any 
malice but that which is the greatest in the world, the 
malice of ill people to themselves. 

Your Lordship so well knows (and the whole court 
and town through your means so well know) how far 
the resentment was carried upon that imagination, not 
only in the nature of the libel ' you propagated against 
me, but in the extraordinary manner , place , and pre- 
sence in which it was propagated' ; that I shall only 
say, it seemed to me to exceed the bounds of justice, 
common sense, and decency. 

I 

d The first Satire of the second Book, printed in 1732. 

* Verses to the Ir/iitaiofof Horace, afterwards printed by J. Ro- 
berts, 173a. fol. 

f It was for this reason that this letter, as soon as it was printed, 
was communicated to the Queen. 

12 
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I wonder yet more, how a lady , of great wit, 
beauty, and fame for her poetry (between whom and 
your Lordship there is a natural , a just , and a well- 
grounded esteem ) , could be prevailed upon to take a 
part in that proceeding. Your resentments against 
me indeed might be equal, as my offence to you both 
was the same ; for neither had I the least misunder- 
standing with that lady, till after I was the author of 
my own misfortune in discontinuing her acquaintance. 
I may venture to own a truth, which cannot be un- 
pleasing to either of you ; I assure you my reason 
for so doing, was merely that you had both too much 
wit for me ; and that I could not do vvith mine, many 
things which you could with yours. The injury done 
you in withdrawing myself could be but small, if the 
value you had for me was no greater than you have 
been pleased since to profess. But surely, my Lord, 
one may say, neither the revenge, nor the language 
you held, bore any proportion to the pretended of- 
fence : the appellations oi ‘ foe to humankind, an enemy 
like the Devil to all that have being ; ungrateful, un- 
just, deserving to be whipt, blanketed, kicked, nay 
killed : a monster, an assassin, whose conversation 
every man ought to shun, and against whom all doors 
should be shut ; I beseech you, my Lord, had you 
the least right to give, or to encourage or justify any 
other in giving such language as this to me ? Could I 
be treated in tenns more strong or more atrocious, if 
during my acquaintance with you I had been a be- 
trayer, a backbiter, a whisperer, an eves-dropper, or 
an informer ? Did I in all that time ever throw a false 
dye, or palm a foul card upon you ? Did I ever bor- 
row, steal, or accept either money, wit , or advice 
from you ? Had I ever the honour to join with either 
of you in one ballad, satire f pamphlet, or epigram 
on any person living or dead ? Did I ever do you so 

e See the aforesaid Verses to tie Imitator of Horace . 
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great an injury as to put off my own verses for yours, 
especially on those persons whom they might most of- 
fend ? I am confident you cannot answer in the affir- 
mative ; and I can truly affirm, that ever since I lost 
the happiness of your conversation, I have not pub- 
lished or written one syllable of or to either of you ; 
never hitched your names in a verse, or trifled with 
your good names in company. Can I be honestly 
charged with any other crime but an omission ( for the 
word neglect, which I used before, slipped my pen 
unguardedly) to continue my admiration of you all 
jny life, and still to contemplate, face to face, your 
many excellencies and perfections ? I am persuaded 
you can reproach me truly with no great faults , ex- 
cept my natural ones, which I am as ready to own, 
as to do all justice to the contrary beauties in you. 
It is true, my Lord, I am short, not well shaped, 

f enerally ill-dressed, if not sometimes dirty : Your 
.ordship and Ladyship are still in bloom ; your figures 
such, as rival the Apollo of Belvedere, and the Venus 
of Medicis ; and your faces so finished, that neither 
sickness or passion can deprive them of colour ; I will 
allow your own in particular to be the finest that ever 
man was blest with : preserve it, my Lord, and re- 
flect, that to be a critic, would cost it too many 
frowns , and to be a statesman, too many wrinkles ! 
I further confess, I am now somewhat old ; but so 
your Lordship and this excellent Lady, with all your 
beauty, will (I hope) one day be. I know your 
genius and hers so perfectly tally, that you cannot 
but join in admiring each other, and by consequence 
in the contempt of all such as myself. You have both, 
in my regard, been like — (your Lordship, I know, 
loves a simile , and it will be one suitable to your 
quality) — you have been like two princes, and I like 
a poor animal sacrificed between them to cement a 
lasting league : I hope I have not bled in vain, but 
that such an amity may endure for ever ! For though 
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it be what common understandings would hardly con - 
ceive, two quits however may be persuaded that it is 
m friendship as in enmity, the more danger the more 
honour. 

Give me the liberty, my Lord, to tell you, why I 
never replied to those Verses on the Imitator of Horace? 
They regarded nothing but my Jigure , which I set no 
value upon ; and my morals, which, I knew, needed 
no defence : Any honest man has the pleasure to be 
conscious, that it is out of the power of the wittiest , 
nay the greatest person in the kingdom, to lessen him 
that quay, but at the expence of his own truth, honour, 
or justice. 

But though I declined to explain myself just at the 
time when I was sillily threatened, I shall now give 
your Lordship a frank account of the offence you 
imagined to be meant to you. Fanny (my Lord) is 
the plain English of Fannins, a real person, who was 
a foolish critic, and an enemy of Horace : perhaps a 
noble one, so (if your Latin be gone in earnest) I 
must acquaint you, the word Beatus may be con- 
strued ; 

Beatus Fannius 1 ultra 
Delatis capsis et imagine. 

This Fannius was, it seems, extremely fond both of 
his poetry and his person, which appears by the pictures 
and statues he caused to be made of himself, and by 
his great diligence to propagate bad verses at court, 
and get them admitted into the library of Augustus, 
He was moreover of a delicate or effeminate complexion , 
and constant at the assemblies and operas of those 
days, where he took it into his head to slander poor 
Horace ; 

Ineptus 

Fannius, Hermogenis lcedat conviva Tigelli ; 
till it provoked him at last just to name him, give him 
a lash, and send him whimpering to the ladies. - 
Discipularum inter jubeo plorare cathedras. 
f r 3 
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So much for Fanny , my Lord. The word spins (as 
Dr. Freind or even Dr. S her win could assure you) 
was the literal translation of deduct ; a metaphor taken 
from a silk-worm, my Lord, to signify any slight , 
silken , or (as your Lordship and the ladies call it) 
flimsy h piece of work. I presume your Lordship has 
enough of this, to convince you there was nothing 
personal but to that Fannius, who (with all his fine 
accomplishments) had never been heard of, but for 
that Horace he. injured. 

In regard to the right honourable lady, your Lord- 
ship’s friend, I was far from designing a person of 
her condition by a name so derogatory to her, as that 
of Sappho ; a name prostituted to every infamous 
creature that ever wrote verse or novels. I protest 
I never applied that name to her in any verse of mine, 
public or private ; (and I firmly believe) not in any 
letter or conversation . Whoever could invent a false- 
hood to support an accusation, I pity ; and whoever 
can believe such a character to be theirs, I pity still 
more. God forbid the court or town should have 
the complaisance to join in that opinion ! Certainly I 
meant it only of such modern Sappho's, as imitate 
much, mo re the lewdness than the genius of the ancient 
one ; and upon whom their wretched brethren fre- 
quently bestow both the name and the qualification 
there mentioned. 

There was another reason why I was silent as to 
that paper — I took it for a Lady's (on the printer’s 
word in the title-page, ) and thought it too presuming, 
as well as indecent, to contend with one of that sex 
in altercation »• For I never was so mean a creature as 
to commit my anger against a lady to paper , though 
but in a private letter. But soon after, her denial of 
it was brought to me by a noble person of real honour 
and truth. Your Lordship indeed said you had it 
from a lady, and the lady said it was your Lordship’s j 

h Weak texture of his flimsy brain. 
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some thought the beautiful by-blow had two fathers, 
or ( if one of them will hardly be allowed a man ) two 
mothers ; indeed I think both sexes had a share in it, 
but which was uppermost, I know not : I pretend not 
to determine the exact method of this witty fornica- 
tion : and if I call it yours, my Lord, it is only because, 
whoever got it, you brought it forth. 

Here, my Lord, allow me to observe, the different 
proceeding of the ignoble poet, and his noble enemies *. 
What he has written of Fanny, Adonis, Sappho, or 
who you will, he owned he published, he set Iris name 
to : What they have published of him, they have de- 
nied to have written ; and what they have written of 
him, they have denied to have published. One of these 
was the case in the past libel, and the other in the pre- 
sent. For though the parent has owned it to a few 
choice friends, it is such as he has been obliged to 
deny in the most particular terms, to the great person 
whose opinion concerned him most. Yet, my Lord, 
this epistle was a piece not written in haste, or in a 
passion, but many months after all pretended provo- 
cations ; when you was at full leisure at Hampton- 
court, and 1 the object singled, like a deer out of season , 
for so ill-timed and ill-placed a diversion. It was a 
deliberate work, directed to a reverend person of the 
most serious and sacred character, with whom you are 
known to cultivate a strict correspondence , and to whom 
it will not be doubted but you open your secret senti- 
ments, and deliver your real judgment of men and 
things. This, I say, my Lord, with submission, 
could not but awaken all my reflection and attention. 
Your Lordship’s opinion of me as a poet, I cannot 
help ; it is yours, my Lord, and that were enough to 
mortify a poor man ; but it is not yours alone , you 
must be content to share it with the gentlemen of the 
Dunciad, and (it may be) with many more innocent 
and ingenious men. If your Lordship destroys my 

' Dr. Sherwin. 
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poetical character, they will claim their part in the 
glory : blit, give me leave to say, if my moral charac- 
ter be ruined, it must be 'wholly the work of your 
Lordship ; and will be hard even for you to do, unless 
I myself co-operate. 

How can you talk (my most worthy Lord) of^ll 
Pope's works as so many libels, affirm, that he has no 
invention but in defamation, and charge him with selling 
another man's labours printed ‘with his own name; Fye, 
my Lord, you forget yourself. He printed not his 
name before a line of the person’s vou mention ; that 
person himself has told you and all the world in the 
book itself, what part he had in it, as may be seen at 
the conclusion of his notes to the Odyssey. I can 
only suppose your Lordship (not having at that time 
forgot your Greek) despised to look upon the transla- 
tion ; and ever since entertained too mean an opinion 
of the translator to cast an eye upon it. Besides, my 
Lord, when you said he sold another man’s works, 
you ought in justice to have added that he bought 
them, which very much alters the case. What he gave 
him was five hundred pounds : his receipt can be pro- 
duced to your Lordship. I dare not affirm that he 
was as well paid as some •writers (much his inferiors) 
have been since ; but your Lordship will reflect that 
I am no man of quality, either to buy or sell scribbling 
so high : and that I have neither place, pension, nor 
power to reward for secret services. It cannot be, 
that one of your rank can have the least envy to such 
an author as I : but were that possible, it w'ere much 
better gratified by employing not your own, but some 
of those low and ignoble pens to do you this mean office. 
I dare engage you will nave them for less than I gave 
Mr. Broom, if your friends have not raised the mar- 
ket : Let them drive the bargain for you, my Lord ; 
and you may depend on seeing, every day in the week, 
as many (and now and then as pretty) verses, as these 
of your Lordship. 
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And would it not be full as well, that my poof per- 
son should be abused by them, as by one of your rank 
and quality ? Cannot Curl do the same ? nay has he 
not done it before your Lordship, in the Same hind of 
language , and almost the same words ? I cannot but 
think the worthy and discreet clergyman himself will 
agree, it is improper, nay unchristian, to expose the 
personal defects of our brother : that both such per- 
fect forms as yours, and such unfortunate ones as 
mine, proceed fropi the hand of the same Maker ; who 
fashioneth his vessels as he pleaseth, and that it is not 
from their shape we can tell whether they are made for 
honour or dishonour. In a word, he would teach you 
charity to your greatest enemies ; of which number, 
my Lord, I cannot be reckoned, since, though a poet,. 
I was never your flatterer. 

Next, my Lord, as to the obscurity of k my birth, 
(a reflection copy’d also from Mr. Curl and his 
brethren,) I am sorry to be obliged to such a pre- 
sumption as to name my family in the same leaf with 
your Lordship’s : but my father had the honour in 
one instance to resemble you, for he was a younger 
brother. He did not indeed think it a happiness to 
bury his elder brother , though he had one who wanted 
some of those good qualities which yours possessed. 
How sincerely glad could I be, to pay to that young 
nobleman’s memory the debt I owed to his friendship, 
whose early death deprived your family of as much 
wit and honour as he left behind him in any branch of 
it. But as to my father, I could assure you, my 
Lord, that he was no mechanic, ( neither a hatter, nor, 
which might please your Lordship yet better, a cob- 
ler, ) but, in truth, of a very tolerable family : And 
my mother of an anqient one, as well born and educated 
as that lady, whom your Lordship made choice of to 
be the mother of your own children ; whose merit, 

k Hard as thy heart, ami as thy birth obscure. 

1 Pope’s former acquaintance, Mary I,e Pell, now Lady 
Hervey. 
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beauty, and vivacity (if transmitted to your posterity) 
will be a letter present than even the noble blood they 
derive only from you. A mother, on whom I was 
never obliged so far to reflect, as to say, she spoiled 
nie m . And a father, who never found himself obliged 
to say of me that he disapproved of my conduct. In 
a word,, my Lord, I think it enough that my parents, 
such as they were, never cost me a blush ; and that 
their son, such as he is, never cost them a tear. 

I have purposely omitted to consider your Lord- 
ship’s criticisms on my r poetry. As they are exactly 
the same with those of the forementioned authors , I 
apprehend they would justly charge me with partiality, 
if T gave to you what belongs to them; or paid more 
distinction to the same things when they are in your 
mouth, than when they were in theirs. It will be 
shewing both them and you (my Lord) a more parti- 
cular respect , to observe how much they are honoured 
by your imitation of them , which indeed is carried 
through your whole epistle. I have read somewhere 
at school , (though I make it no vanity to have forgot 
where,) that 'Lully naturalized a few phrases at the in- 
stance of some of his friends. Your Lordship has 
done more in honour of these gentlemen ; you have 
authorized not only their assertions, but their style . 
For example, A flow that wants skill to restrain its 
ardour, — A dictionary that gives us nothing at its own 
expence. — As luxuriant branches bear but little fruit , 
so wit unprun’d is but raw fruit — While you rehearse 
ignorance , you still know enough to do it in verse — 
Wits are but glittering ignorance. — The account of how 
we pass our time — and The weight on Sir R. W — ’« 
brain, Ton can ever receive from no head more than 
such a head (as no head) has to give: Your Lordship 
would have said, never receive instead of ever, and 
any head instead of no head : but all this is perfectly 
new, and has greatly enriched our language. 

m A noble father’s heir spoil’d by his mother. 

His Lordship's account of himself, p. 7. 
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You are merry, my Lord, when you say, Latin 
and Greek 

Have quite deserted your poor John Trot-head , 
And left plain native English in their stead ; 

for (to do you justice) this is nothing less than plain 
English. And as for your John Trot-head , I can’t 
conceive why you should give it that name ; for by 
some “ papers I have seen sign’d with that name, it is 
certainly a head very different from your Lordship’s. 

Your Lordship seems determined to fall out with 
every thing you have learned at school ; you complain 
next of a dull dictionary , 

That gives us nothing at his own expence. 

But a few modern words for ancient sense. 

Your Lordship is the first man that ever carried the 
love of wit so far, as to expect a witty dictionary. A 
dictionary that gives us any thing hut words , must not 
only be an expensive but a very extravagant dictionary °. 
But what does your Lordship mean by its giving us 
but a few modern words for ancient sense? If by 
sense (as I suspect) you mean words, (a mistake not 
unusual,) I must do the dictionary the justice to say, 
that he gives us just as many modern words as ancient 
, ones. Indeed, my Lord, you have more need to com- 
plain of a bad grammar than of a dull dictionary. 

Doctor Freind, I dare answer for him, never taught 
you to talk 

of Sapphic, Lyric, and Iambic odes. 

Your Lordship might as well bid your present 
tutor, your tailor, make you a coat, suit of cloaths, 
and breeches : for you must have forgot your logic, 
as well as grammar, not to know, that Sapphic and 

" See some treatises printed in the Appendix to the Craftsman, 
about that time. 

° Pope takes this opportunity of paying a compliment to his 
friend liolingbroke, who was chiefly concerned in the Oraftsm in, 
a periodical publication, levelled ararnst Sir Robert Walpole's 
administration. 
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Iambic are both included in Lyric ; that being the 
genus, and those the species. 

For all cannot invent who can translate. 

No more than those who clothe us, can create. 

Here your Lordship seems in labour for a meaning. 
Is it that you would have translations, originals ? for 
it is tlie common opinion, that the business of a trans- 
lator is to translate, and not to invent ; and of a tailor 
to cloath, and not to create . But why should you, 

my Lord, of all mankind, abuse a tailor ? not to say 
blaspheme him ; if he can (as some think) at least go 
halves with God Almighty in the formation of a beau. 
Might not Dr. Sberwin rebuke you for this, and bid 
you remember your Creator in the days of your youth ? 

From a tailor , your Lordship proceeds (by a 
beautiful gradation) to a silk man. 

Thus P — pe we find 

The gaudy Hinchclijf of a beauteous mind. 

Here too is some ambiguity. Does your Lordship 
use Hinchclijf as a proper name P or as the ladies say 
a Hinchclijf or a Colmar, for a silk or a fan ? I will 
venture to affirm, no critic can have a perfect taste 
of your Lordship’s works, who does not understand 
both your male phrase and your female phrase. 

Your Lordship, to finish your climax, advances up 
to a hatter ; a mechanic, whose employment, you in- 
form us, is not (as was generally imagined) to cover 
people’s heads, but to dress their brains ?. A most 
useful mechanic indeed ! I cannot help wishing to 
have been one, for some people’s sake. — But this too 
may be only another lady -phrase : Your Lordship 
and the ladies may take a head-dress for a head, and 
understand, that to adorn the head is the same thing 
as to dress the brains. 

Upon the whole, I may thank your Lordship for 

p For this mechanic's like the hatter’s pains, 

Are but for dressing other people’s brains. 
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this high panegyric : For if I have but dressed up 
Homer , as your tailor, silkman , and hatter have equip- 
ped your Lordship, I must be owned to have dressed 
him marvellously indeed, and no wonder if he is ad- 
mired by the ladies q . 

After all, my Lord, I really wish you would learn 
your Grammar. What if you put yourself awhile 

under the tuition of your friend W m ? May not 

I with all respect say to you, what was said to another 
noble poet by Mr. Cowley, Pray, Mr. Howard ', if 
you did read your grammar, what harm would it do 
you? You yourself wish all Lords would learn to 
write 5 ; though I do not see of what use it could be, 
if their whole business is to give their votes 1 : It could 
only be serviceable in signing their protests. Yet 
surely this small portion of learning might be indulged 
to your Lordship, without any breach of that privi- 
lege u you so generously assert to all those or your 
rank, or too great an infringement of that right w which 
you claim as hereditary, and for which, no doubt, 
your noble father will thank you. Surely, my Lord, 
no man was ever so bent upon depreciating himself ! 

All your readers have observed the following lines : 

How oft we hear some witling pert and dull. 

By fashion coxcomb, and by nature fool, 

With hackney maxims, in dogmatic strain. 

Scoffing religion and the marriage chain ? 

Then from his common-place-book he repeats, 

The lawyers all are rogues, and parsons cheats, 

q by girls admir’d. P 6. 

r The Honourable Mr. Edward Howard, celebrated for his 
poetry. 

’ And when you see me fairly write my name, 

For England’s sake wish all Lords did the same. 

1 —All our bus’ness is to dress and vote. P.4. 

0 The want of brains. Ibid. 

w To be fools. Ibid. 

VOL. II. Q G 
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That vice and virtue’s but a jest, 

And all morality deceit well-drest ; 

That life itself is like a wrangling game, &c. 

The whole town and court (my good Lord) have 
heard this witling ; who is so much every body’s 
acquaintance but his own, that I will engage they all 
name the same person . But to hear y ok say, that this 

is only of whipt cream a frothy store , is a sufficient 

proof, that never mortal was endued with so humble 
an opinion both of himself and his own wit, as your 
Lordship : For, I do assure you, these are by much 
the best verses in your whole poem. 

How unhappy is it for me, that a person of your 
Lordship’s modesty and virtue , who manifests so ten- 
der a regard to religion , matrimony , and morality ; 
who, though an ornament to the court, cultivate an 
exemplary correspondence with the clergy ; nay, who 
disdain not charitably to converse with, and even 
assist, some of the very worst of writers (so far as to 
cast a few conceits , or drop a few antitheses , even 
among the dear joys of the courant ) ; that you, I say, 
should look upon me alone as reprobate and unamend- 
able ! Reflect what I was , and what I am. I am 
even annihilated by your anger : For in these verses 
you have robbed me of all power to think *, and, in 
your others, of the very name of a man! Nay, to shew 
that this is wholly your own doing, you have told us 
that before I wrote my last epistles , ( that is, before I 
unluckily mentioned Fanny and Adonis , whom, I pro- 
test, I knew not to be your Lordship’s relations,) I 
might have lived and died in glory y . 

What would I not do to be well with your Lord- 
ship ? Though, you observe, I am a mere imitator of 
Homer , Horace , Boileatt , Garth , &c. (which I have 
the less cause to be ashamed of, since they were 

* P — e, who ne’er could think. P. 7. 

* In glory then he might have liv’d and dy’d. Ibid. 
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imitators of one another ), yet what if I should solemnly 
engage never to imitate your Lordship ? May it not 
be one step towards an accommodation, that while 
you remark my ignorance in Greek , you are so good 
as to say, you have forgot your own ? What if I 
should confess I translated from D* Acier ? That 
surely could not but oblige your Lordship, who are 
known to prefer French to all the learned languages. 
But allowing that in the space of twelve years ac- 
quaintance with Homer , I might unhappily contract 
as much Greek as your Lordship did in two at the 
university, why may not I forget it again as happily ? 

Till such a reconciliation take effect, I have but 
one thing to entreat of your Lordship. It is, that 
you will not decide of my principles on the same 
grounds as you have done of my learning : nor give 
the same account of my want of grace, after you have 
lost all acquaintance with my person, as you do of my 
want of Greek , after you have confessedly lost all ac- 
quaintance with the language. You are too generous, 
my Lord, to follow the gentlemen of the Dunciad 
quite so far, as to seek my utter perdition ; as Nero 
once did Lucan**, merely for presuming to be a poet, 
while one of so much greater quality was a writer . 
I therefore make this humble request to your Lord- 
ship, that the next time you please to write of me, 
speak of me, or even whisper of me % you will recollect 
it is full eight years since I had the honour of any con- 
versation or correspondence with your Lordship, ex- 
cept just half an hour in a lady’s lodgings at court, 
and then I had the happiness of her being present all 
the time. It would therefore be difficult even for 
your Lordship’s penetration to tell, to what, or from 
what principles, parties, or sentiments, moral, political, 
or theological, I may have been converted, or perverted 

1 “ The -whisper , that, to greatness still too near, 

“ Perhaps yet vibrates on his sov’reign’s ear.” 

Epist. to Dr. Arbuthnot. 
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in all that time. I beseech your Lordship to considef 
the injury a man of your high rank and credit may do 
to a private person , under penal laws and many other 
disadvantages, not for want of honesty or conscience , 
but merely perhaps for having too weak a head, or 
too tender a heart 1 . It is by these alone I have ' 
hitherto lived excluded from all posts of projit or trust: - 
As I can interfere with the views of no man, do not 
deny me, my Lord, all that is left, a little praise , or 
the common encouragement due, if not to my genius , 
at least to my industry. 

Above all, your Lordship will be careful not to 
wrong my moral character with those b under whose 
protection I live, and through whose lenity alone I can 
live with comfort. Your Lordship, I am confident, 
upon consideration will think, you inadvertently went 
a little too far when you recommended to their pe- 
rusal, and strengthened by the weight of your appro- 
bation, a libel, mean in its reflections upon my poor 
figure , and scandalous in those on my honour and inte- 
grity : wherein I was represented as “ an enemy to 
“ human race, a murderer of reputations, and a man- 
“ ster marked by God like Cain, deserving to wander 
“ accursed through the world.” 

A strange picture of a man, who had the good for- 
tune to enjoy many friends, who will be always re- 
membered as the first ornaments of their age and 
country ; and no enemies that ever contrived to be 
heard of, except Mr. John Dennis, and your Lord- 
ship : a man, who never wrote a line in which the 
religion or government of his country, the royal family, 
or their ministry , were disrespectfully mentioned ; the 
animosity of any one party gratified at the expence of 
another ; or any censure past, but upon known vice , 
acknowledged folly, or aggressing impertinence. It is 
with infinite pleasure he finds, that some men, who 

a See Letters to Bishop Atterbory, Lett. iv. 

6 The K. and Q. 
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seem ashamed and afraid of nothing else, are so very- 
sensible of his ridicule : and it is for that very reason 
he resolves (by the grace of God, and your Lord- 
ship’s good leave) 

That, while he breathes, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the world in credit to his grave. 

This, he thinks, is rendering the best service he can 
to the public, and even to the good government of his 
country ; and for this, at least, he may deserve some 
countenance, even from the greatest persons in it. 
Your Lordship knows of whom I speak. Their 
names I shall be as sorry, and as much ashamed to 
place near yours , on such an occasion, as I should be 
to see you , my Lord, placed so near their persons, if 
you could ever make so ill an use of their ear as to 
asperse or misrepresent any innocent man. 

This is all I shall ever ask of your Lordship, ex- 
cept your pardon for this tedious letter. I have the 
honour to be, with equal respect and concern , 

My Lord, 

Your truly devoted servant, 

A. POPE. 
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